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The Actors Names. 


| Aprein Blade the Garden | | 
, he ] old nan. * ' » | | 
ma ba. & love with Lucia. 1 


Cal 


Ser abe 


% Nane | 
Lucia Neece and Ward to Captain Blade, in love with "| 
young Truman, ! 
Aurthe daxghary ro Blade. 

Widow, and old ua, Lu ce Cutter 


Nbyal N Babe Vaught, 2 1 
hyfkors, Servants, nd Fidlers. | 

y 
The Scene London. | 


WV 1. vw OC 4 H . Al 
A eee 


Ig Ho ſays the Times do Learning diſallow ? 

; Tis falſe; "twas never honour d ſo as now 

ll ben you appear, great Prince, our night is done 
Ton are our Morning-ſtar, and ſball h our Sun. 
But our Scene London now, and by the rout = 
Me periſh if the Round heads he aboute 
For now no ornament the head mu$t wear, 
No Bays, no Mitre, not ſo much as Hair. 
How can a Play paſs ſafely, when we know, 
Cheapſle-Croſs falls for making but a ſhow ? 
Our onely hope is this, that it may be 
A Play may paſs tap, made ex tempore. 
Though other Arts poor and negl-Sed grow, 
They ll admit Poetry, which was always ſo. 

A 2 


1 


Beſides, the Muſes of late times hawe bin. 

» Sandift d by the Verſe of Maſter Prin. 
| But we contemn the fury of theſe days, 

And ſcorn as much their Cenſure as their Praiſe. 

Our Muſe, best Prince, does onely on you relie; 

Would gladly live, yet not refuſe to die. 

Accept our baftie zeal ; athing that's play d 

Ere tis a Play, and acted ere tis made. 

Our Ignorance, but our Duty too, we ſhow : 

I wonld all ignorant people would do ſo. 

At other times, expect our Wit and Art; 


| This Comedy is afted by the Heart. 
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AR. 1. Scæn. 1. 


Widew, Tabyths, Colonel Carter, Dogrel. 


TT Rithee widow be not in- 
cens d, we'll ſhew our 
ſelves like yong Lords 
2 you know, 
ope,they uſe to pa 
— * 

Wid. I, you talk of great matters, I wis, 
but I'm {ure I could never fee a groat yet of 
your money. 

Dog. Alas, we carry no filver about us, 

That were mechanical and baſe ; 
Gold we about us bring : 
Gold, thou att mighty in each place, 
Of Merals Prince and King, 
Why I tell you — pockets have not been 
ilty of any ſmall money in my remem- 
ance. 

id. I know nat, but all things are grown 
dear of late 3 our Beef coſts three ſhillings 
a tone, and the price of corn is rais'd too. 

Taby. Nay, mother, coals are rais'd too, 
they ſay. Theſe things you think coſt no- 


15 . Nay, Tabjthe , Miſtreſs Tahythe / 
i 
de but peaceable, 


w now I'll make a Plalm for you, and | la 


Contain thy tongue, and keep it in 
Wichin thy mouths large priſon. 
Both jars, — alſo many oh 
From out the mouth has riſen, 
I'm onely for Odes, by the Muſes , and the 
quickeſt-for them, I rhink, in the Chriſtian 
world, take in Turks. Infidels, Jews and all. 
Cut. Have but a little patience , widow 3 
well . I'l Gay this for thee, thou art the ho- 
neſteſt La y upon the face of the earth, 
which makes me deũre to live in your houſe; 
and you ſhall not loſe by t: do bur-mark the 
end. 
Wid. I ſtand not ſo much upon that 3 but 
I uſe to ha Lawyers in my bouſe , ſuch civil 
compleat gentlemen in their Sattin doublets 
8 warrant you) and broad ruffs, as paſſes;and 
ourtiers, all to be lac d and ſlaſht, and hne 
fellows as you ſhall ſce ina ſummers day 3 
they would not ſay Why do ye this ? to a Wo- 
man: and then Knights. 
Tab. I. and Gentlemen too, mother. 
id But you, forſooth , come in drunk 
nighe, and fall a ſweari g as if you 
would rend the houſe in two,and then mum- 
ble and tumble my daughters cloathes , ſhe 


ys. 


TA 


Tab. JT and Would have 


cutt. What would we have dont 

Tab. Nay no good, I wazrant you. 

id. And then you drink up 3 kilderkin 
of (mAl beer next morning. 

Deg. All this ſhall be cortected and 
amended, Landlady: yes faith, Cutter, thou 
muſt repent, thou hafl been to blame ſome- 
times. 

Wid. Beſides, you are always ſo full of 
your fripperies, and are always a grinning 
and ſneering at every thing: 1 was wont to 
have ſober — in my houſe, and not 
ſuch bee-hee-heeing fellows. | 

Tab. Nay , they mock'd and fleet d at 
us as we ſung the Pſalm the laſt Sunday- 
night. 


Curt. That was that rhungrel Rhymer 0 


by this light, he eavies his brother Poet ho- 
neſt Jobn Sternbold, becauſe he cannot reach 
his heights, 

Wid. O the tather 1 the Colonel's as full 
of waggery as an egge's full of meat: 1 
warrant, M. Dogrel, what you get by him you 
may e en put i” your eye, and ne er ſee the 
worſe ſor t. 

Cute: Well, and how doſt i faith now, he- 
neſt Landlady ? when ſhall we walk again 
into Moor- fields, and rejoyce at the Queens 
Cake-houſe ? 

Deg. I'll beſpeak Cakes and Ale o'th' 
m_ there 3 and thou ſhalr cat ſte d 

"runes , little Tabytha, till thy {mock drop 
again. A word i' you car, Landlady : Can 
you accommodate us with two ſhillings ? 

To morrow ere the roſie tinge: d morn 
Starts from Tirhomss bed, as Authors 
write; 
Ere Phebius cry Gee - hot unto his team, 
We will reitore again, and thank you fot 
your pain. 

Cu. 1'll cell you a ſecret, Landlady : 
Captain Blade and I ſhall. be call d ortly to 
the Court ; the King has taken notice of our 
deſerts : 1 ſay no more: though vet thou 


ſcorn'ſ me, Tabyths , I'll make thee a Lady 
one day. Will you lend, widow ? Great at- 
fairs bid me make halbe. 

id. I cate not much if I truſt you for 
once: Come in and take it. 
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| 


Dog. Then Miſtreſs let me lead you thus, 
And as we go let's buſs. 

rab. Buſs me no buſſings. O lord, how 

you tumble my gorge: ! Exewnt. 


AQ, 1. $cxn. 2. 


Captain Blade, (ol us. 


I could now be as melancholy as an old 
ſcabbie Maſtiff, or the Lions in the Tower: 
'rwere a good humour to repent. Well, Ca- 
ptain, ſomething mult be done, unleſs a man 
could ger true gems by drinking , or , like a 
mouſe in a cheeſe, enlarge bis houſc-room 
by cating. Four Label ound a ycer ca- 
ſhicr'd ? Four hundred , by this light, Ca- 
ptain. All my comfort is, that now the uſu- 
rer's damn d; and now that niggardly 
three ſcote and ten wither d chap-ſaln Pu- 
ritanical thing, his wife, refuſes to marry 
me: 1 would ſee her burnt for an old witch 
before I'd take her for a wife , if ſhe had not 
Agues, Squinancies, Gouts, Cramps, Pal- 
lies, Apoplexics, and two dozen of diſcaſes 
mote then $, Thomas Hoſpiral 3 and if the 
live long with all theſe, I'm ſure he'll kill 
me quickly, But let her be damn'd with her 
husband: Bring ſome drink, boy z I'm foxt, 
by this light, with drinking nothing yet; 


Act. 1. Scæn. 3. 


Blade, Cutter, Dogrel. 


Blade. What are ye come? Bring us x 
Tun then, and that ſo big, that that of Hei- 
delberg may ſeem but like a barrel of pickl d 
Oyſters tot. Welcome Snapſack, welcome 
little vermin of Perreſſm + how is't , my 
Laureate Rhymer -? Yoſt thou ſing Fortune 
my foe till with thy brother Poet ? a 

Dog. Ye Muſes nine aſſiſl my verſe, 

Thar dwell by Heffcoralong 3 
Captain Blad-s praiſe I will rchearſe, 
ith lyre and with ſong. 
Why this right Ballad, and they 
like the fellow wich the wooden leg 
that 


Bla. 
bobble 


——— — . 2 


Tit Gaardian. 


chat flags them. And how doſt, man o 
blood ? 

Cute. As well as a man of worth can do 
in theſe days, where deſerts are ſo little re- 

d: if Wars come once, ho but Currer? 

who elſe but Colonel Cutter God fave 
you, Colonel Cutter, cry the Lords ; the La- 
dies they ſmile upon Colonel cutter, and call 
Colonel Cuner a proper Gentleman : every 
man ſtrives who thall invite Colonel Cutter 
to dinner: not a Cuckoldly ci editor dares 
pluck me by the cloak, and ſay, Sir, you for. 
got your promiſe, I'm in a ſtrait for moneys, 
my occaſions force me, or the like, 

Bla, Cheer up, my Hercules a__ a ſigne, 
T have a plot for ye, which if it thrive, thou 
ſhalt no more lie ſunning in 4 bowling-alley, 
nor go on ſpecial holidays to the three-peny 
—— and then cry It 2 my humor 
better then to dine at my Lord Majors. 

Cuit. Would we bad ſome drink bere to 


ft r mouth. 
FL. No more be ſick two or three days 


while thy boots ate vamping : no more out- 
ſwear whores in a reckoning , and leave the 
houſe in an anger. 

cut. Ha you done? 

Bls. Nor ſup at Taverns with Radiſhes : 
nor for a meals meat o'erthrow the King of 
Spain of the Hollanders when you pleaſe : 
not when you go to bed produce ten ſeveral 
Tavern duft to make one pipe of Lo- 
bacco. 0 

Ext. Slid would I had one here, 

Blas. Nor change your name and lodgin 
as often asa whore 3 for as yet, it you bad 
liv'd like a Tartar in a cart, (as you mult die, 
I fear, in one) your home could not have 
been more uncertain. Your laſt Geſts were 

heſe : From a Water-mans houſe at the 

les fide , (marry you ſtay d there but a 
fmall while — the fellow was jealous 
of his wiſe) aſling o er like great Kin 
Xerxer in a aller you arriv'd at 2 Chand- 


lers hou in Thames-ſtreer 1 there took 
up your lodging. The day before you ſhould 
have paid » — walkt abroad, and were 
ſeen no more ; for ever after the ſmell 
of the place offended you. Next , you ap- 
pear'd at an Ale-houſe ih Covem-Gar- 


— 


den, like a Duck that dives at one end of the 
— „ but riſes — — at the other. 

ut that place (though ibere was Beer and 
Tobacco there) by no means pleas d you ; 
for there dwelt ſo many cheaters there- 
abouts , that you could not live by one ano- 
ther 3 they ſpoil d your trade quite. Then 
from a Shoo- makers, ( as you entitl d him ; 
marry ſome authors call him a Cobler ) to a 
Basket - makers; from thence to the Coun- 
ter: from thence, aftcr much benevolence, 
to à Barbers ; changing more lodgings then 
Pythagoras his ſoul did. At length, upon 
confidence of thoſe new breeches , and the 
ſconring of that everlaſting Buff, you ven- 
rur'd upon the widows, that famous houſe 
for boorders, and are by this time hoyſing up 
your fails, I'm ſure 3 the next fair winde 
y are gone. 

Cut. 1 wonder, Captain, among ſo man 
raſcally houſes, how I happen A to mils 
yours. His true, I have 2 — leaguer al- 
ways at one place: Souldiers muſt remove 
their rents : Aran the Great did it an 
hundred times. 

Bla. Now to the words of comfort 
drink firſt then Lordings litten all. 

Dog. We do, both great and ſmall. 

O my conſcience this cup of wine has done 
my genius good. 

bla. When firſt my brother departed... - 

Der. Tas poorly ſpoken, by this day. 

Fla He committed bis daughter and 
eſtate to my care 3 which if ſhe either di d. 
or married without my conſent , he be- 
— all to me. Being five yeers gone, he 

ied. 

Dog. How frail is humane life ! Well 
ſung the divine Poer 

Like to the damash. roſe you ſee, 
Or like the bloſſom on ihe ir ee, 
Or like, &c. 

Cute. Sirrah , Trundle, either hear out 
peaceably, or I ſhall cut your cars off, Pro- 
ceed, Captain. 

Bla. 1 talling into ill company, yours, or 
ſome other ſuch idle fellows, began to be 
miſled, could drink andſwear , nay, at laſt, 
whore ſometimes too; which cone baving 
| now at laſt made me like Job in every thing 

bus : 


. 


but patience; your Landlady ( for to her 
husband my eltate was morgag d.) I have 
ſought all means to marry, 

Dog, That Niobe ! that Hecube | 

Bia. Pick! I could have lien with either 
of the two, fo t had been beforc Heruba was 
turn d into abirch, or rother into a ſtone : 
for though I hate her worſe then ſmall beer, 

Cuit. Ot pal d wine, 

Dog. Or proverbs and Latine ſearences 
in diſcourſe. 

Cu Or a Sermon of two hours long. 

Bla. Or Dogrels verſes, or what you will 
elſe ; vet the has money, blades ; ſhe would 
be a Guiana or Petru to me, and we ſhould 
drink four or five yeers ſecurely, like Dutch- 
men at a Wedding, But hang her, let her 
dicand goto bell, tis onely that can warm 
her : ſhe (corns me now my money s gone. 

Deg. Thus Pride doth (till with Beauty 

dwell, 
And like the Baltick ocean ſwell, 

Bla. Why the Baltick, Dopre! ? 

Dog. Why the Baltick ? This tis not to 
have read the Pocts. 

Bua. Now if my neece ſhould marry,predo, 
the means ate gone ; and I muſt, like ſome 
Gentleman without fear or regard of the 
gallows, berake my (elf to the high-way , or 
elſe cheat like one of you, and tremble at 
the lig ht of a pillory. Therefore ( prick 
up your ears, for your good angel ſpeaks) 
upon conditions of ſhare, I marry ker to one 
of you, 

Barb. I but how, Captain? how? 

"Bla Why either the ſhall have one of you, 
or no body ; for if the marry without my 
conſent , the moncy's mine own : and ſhe'll 
be hang d firſt i'th' Friers rope, cre the turn 
Nun, 

Curt. Til be à Franciſcan, if ſhe do, 

Bla. Not a Carthuban , I warrant thee, 
to abſtain from fleſh, Thou might{t well 
have taken holy Orders, if it were not for 
chaſtity and obedience : rhejr other vow of 
never carrying money about thee , thou haſt 
obſerved from thy yourh up. 

Dog. I'll have her, by Mercury; I have 
two or three Love · odes ready made 3 they 
can't chuſe but win ber, Curr, adore me, 
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Cane, thou ſhalt have wine thy fill, though 
thou couldſt out- drink Xe r his army. 

Carr. You get her ? what with that Em- 
ber week-face of thine ? that Raſor of thy 
noſe, thoſe ears that prick up like a Puritani« 
cal burton-makers of Amſterdam?thou look ſt 
as if thou never hadit been fed ſince thou 
ſuck dſt thy mothers milk : thy cheeks begin 
to fall into thy mothers mouth, that thou 
mightſt eat em Why thou very lath with 
athing cur like a face — „and a lit at — 
bottom ! I am 2 man, aud can do het ſervice; 
here's metal, boy. 

Dog. Tis i' your face then, 

Curr, I can fight ber quarrels, boy, and 
beget on her new a chilleſes. 

Dog. Yes—thou art à very Achille -in the 
ſwiftneſs of thy feet : but thou ait a Woxſer 
coward then any of the Train'd Bands: I'll 
have a ſchool-boy with a cai- ſtick take away 
thy Milt: efs from thee, Beſides, what parts 
haſt thou ,? haſt thou ſcholarſhip enough to 
make a Brewers clerk ? Canſt thou read the 
Bible? I'm ſure thou haſt not. Canſt 
thou wrire more then thine own name ? aud 
that ia ſu h vile characters, that moit men 
take vhem for Arabian pot-hoołks 3; and ſame 
think thou doſt but ſet thy mark when thou 
wrireſt thy name. I'm vers d, Cater in the 
whole Encyclopædie, a word that s Greek 
o you. Tama Wit, and can make Greck 
verſes ex tempo e. 

Bla. Nay not ſo ; for if you come to 
your verſes, Degrel, Im ſure you ha done 
with wit. He that beſt pleaſes her, rake her 
a Gods name, and allow the tother a penſi- 
on: What think you, gallants? 

Curt, Agreed 3 thou ſhalt have three 
pound and 2 cloak, 


Dog. Away, you puff, you kickſhaw , you - 


quaking cuſtard. 

Curt. Prethee be paticat , thou ſhalt have 
lace to t too. 

. Vox take you both ; drink and be 
friends. 

Dog. Here's to you, Cutter. I'm ſome- 
thing cholcrick , and given to jecring : but 
what, man? words are but winde. 

Bla. 1'il call her in. Why boy within three, 
call my neece quickly hirher, 


Dog, 


| 


— 


— rw 


__—_— 


Dag. I'm undone 3 I ba left my Ode at 
bome : undone, by Merawy, unleſs my me- 
mory help me. 

Cutt. Thus and thus will I accoaft her: 
I'm the man; Degrels clothes will caſt 
him, 


Act. 1. Scæn. 4. 


Blade, Cutter, Dogre!, Lucie. 


Bla. When ſhe has fern you both, one 
void the toom, and ſo wooe by turns. 

Degrel, I Il go out firſt, and meditate up- 
on my Ode. 

Ble. Welcome, dear neece 3 I ſent for 
you to entertain theſe Gentlemen my 
friends : and heark you ncece, make much 
ot them 3 they ate men of worth end credit 
at the ( ourt, though they go _—_ z that's 
their bumour oncly: And heark you,ncece, 
they both love you;you cannot chuſe amiis. 1 
ha ſome bufineſs=—— Your ſervant, Gen- 
tlemen. 

Luc. Not chuſe amiſs ? indeed I muſt 
do, Uncle, if I thould chuſe again. Y'are 
welcem, Gentlemen. 

Cut. I thank you, faireſt Lady : I ama 
Souldier, Lady, and can not complement ; 
but 1 ha travell'd over all the world, Ger. 


many, Morocco, Swethland, Per ſia, France, | 
Hungary, Caleput, Peru. | 


Dog- Slid. ho... be ſhuffles all the Coun- 


teies together like lots in a hat | 


Cur Vet I never faw before ſo fair a La- 
dy. 1 cannot complement i' faith. 
Luc. V have taken a long journey, Sir, | 
twere beſt 
To reſt your ſelf a little : Will you far ? 
Will you, Sir, take a fear too ? 
Dog. *Slife I can't ſay my Ode now. II. 
wait upon you preſently. Exit. 
Curt, Fair Lady-+( This tis to converſe 
with none but whores : 1 know not what to 
ſay to her. 
You are the onely miftrcſs of my thoughts. 
My ſervice to you, Lady. Drinks 10 ber. 
Luc, To me, Sir, do you ſpeak , or to the 
wine ? 


The Guardian. 


Euit. To you, by Marr. Can you love me, 
Beauty? I'm ſure your uncle prefers no man 
under the cope - - 

Luc. Soft, Sir, d'ye uſers take in Towns 

ſa ſoon ? 
My uncle gave an equal commendation 
To both of you. 
| Curt, What ? to that mole-catcher i'ch* 
| old :erge ? he brought him in for humour, 
to make you ſport. I Il tell you what he is. 
Lx. Pray do, Sir, 
Cu. The very embleme of poverty and 
| — poctty: the feer arc tad wn. of 
is Rhymes, then of his Stockings: if one 

line forger it ſelf, and ron out beyond his el - 
| bow,while the ggxt keeps at home (like bim) 
| and dares not ſhew his bead ; he calls that an 
Ode. Your uncle and I maintain him onely 
| for ſport, I'll tell you bow I found him; 
marry walking in Moor-ficlds croſs arm'd : 
he could not — his hat over his eyes, there 
were ſo many holes in it : be had not ſo 
much linen about him as would make a cuff 
for a Fartlemew- fayt· baby. Marry the 

worſt I like in him is, be will needs ſome- 
times, in way of gratiti de, preſent me with 
2 paper of Verſes. Here comes the vermin, 


Act. 1. Scæn. 5. 


Cutter, Dogrel, Lutia. 


I'll leave him alone with you , that you may 
have the better ſport : he'll not ſhew half 
his tricks before me. I think I ha ſpoil d 


| his markets. Now will I ſtand behinde the 


hangings , and hear how ſhe abuſes him. I 
know by ter eye the loves me. Curter,thou'rt 
bleſt Exit. 
Dog. Fairer, O fairer then the Lilly, 
Then Primeroſc fair, or Daffa- illy 3 
Leſs red then thy cheeks the Roſe is, 
When vhe *pring it doth diſcloſc his 
Leaves 3 = eyes put down the ſtar- light 
When they ikine,we (ce afar light. 
O theſe eyes do wound my beart 
With pretty little Cuprds 2 5 
Wounded 1 with deadly ſmart ; 
The pain raigns in every part. / 
B "2 


Thy beauty and thy great deſart 
Draw me as horſes draw a Cart. 
O that I had Rheteriq;s art impart fart - 


mart - ſtarr. 


To move thee ; for I would not ſtart | 


TillI-- * 


breath anon. 
Y'ha' done enough for any honeſt Poet. 
Dog. Faircit nymph, I ſwear to thee, 
The later part was made ex tempore 
Not a bit of proſe goes down with me. 
Lnc, (I muſt know't.) 
May I be ſo bold as ro enquire of you 
Your triends name that was here ;; he ſeems 
to be 
A man of worth and quality. Cur. That's I. 
De. Qualicy yes? Cur That's I again. 
If whoring , drinking, cheating, poverty 
and cowardice be qualities , he's one of the 
beſt qualified men in the Chriſtian world. 
Cut. O the devil! 
Luc. He's a great traveller. 
Dog. In ſuburbs and by-lanes ; he never 


heard a gun but ia Moor-fields or Finsbury | 


at a muſtcring . and quak'd then as if they 
had been the Spaniards : III undertake a 
Pot · gun ſhall diſmay him 

cum. A plague upon him 
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Dag. And there's mine. III put 2 good 


face on t 3 hedarcs not fight, I m ſure. 


| I'd reach thy 


Dog. Thoſe breeches he wears, and his | 
hat, I gave him: tiil then, he went like a Pa- 
per · mill all in rags, and like ſome old ſtatue 


in a ruin'd Abbey. About an onth ago, you 
might ha ſeen him pcep out at a grate, and 
cry , Kine merciful Gentlemen , T the Lords 


ſake , poor priſoner f undone by fur UD, and 
the like 


Car. Comaia thy ſelf great ſpitit 3 keep 
ina while. 

Dag. We call him Colonel in an humour 
onely. The furniture of his chamber ( for 
now, at mine and ſome other Gentlemens 
charges, he has got one) is ha'f a chair, and 
an carthen chamber-por , the bottom of an 
inkhorn for a candleſtick, and a dozen of 
lietle gally 
more diſca 

Cur. I can endure no longer. Enters. 
Dogre/, thou lyeſt ; there's my glove 3 meet 
me an bour hence. 


with ſalve in um; for be has | 


| 


Cut. Two hours hence 


Expect the Saracens head ; I'll dot, by hea- 


vens. 


| Though hills were ſer on hills, and ſeas met 
Luc, Take heed, Sit, you'll be out of | 


ſeas, to — thee, 
cad, thy head, proud Dogrel. 
Exit. 
Luc. Nay, „are both even: juſt ſuch an 


ex leut character 


He did beſtow on you. Why thou vile wrerch 
| Go to the ſtews, the gaole, ſeck there a wifez 
Thou lt finde none there but ſuch as will 


ſcora thee. 
Was thy opinion of my birth or fortune, 
My chaſtity or beauty (whick Ixillingly 
Confeſs to be but ſmall )ſo poof and lowe, 
That thou couldſt think thy ſelf z march 
for me ? 


Ill ſooner marry with my grave ; for thou 


Art worſer dirt theu that: See me no more. 
Ext. 
Deg. Scorn d by a milte(s ? with a friend 
ro hghr ? 
Hence, lighter Odes 3 I'll bizing Satyrs 
write, Eau. 


Act. 1. Scæn. 6. 


Traman Hlius, Lucia. 
Tru. I mult be gone, my Lacia;I muſt leave 
My ſelt, and thee more then my ſelt, behinde 
me 
Thus parts the greedy uſuter from tis bags, 
With an heart heavier then thoſe: he fixes 
His covetous eye upon the charming metal. 
As if he meant to throng thoſe many plea. 
ſurcs 
Which ſeveral times wonld yeeld , into onc 
minutc. 
With as much joy he kiſſes his lov'd Idol, 
As I do thoe, to whom all gold compat d, 
Seems but like Pebbles to the Diamond : 
And then he ſighs, my Lucia. 
Luc. And weeps too, if, like us, be bid 
farewel. 


. Why ſhould your father be ſo cruel ? 


Tru, He's old and angry, Lucia, very angry, 
n 


And either has forgot his youthful days, 
Or elſe I'll ſwear he did not love my mother 
Wich half that noble heat that I do thee : 
For when be heard your uncles reſolutions, 
Doubting your portion if we two ſhould 
marry, 
He bene dee to an oath ſo ſtrange, which 
though 
T then duck ſwear,I ſcarce dare now rep: at 
An oath ne'er more to (ce nor hear thee, 
Lucia, 
After the envious ſhortneſs of this hour, 
Without his leave. 
Luc. You will forget me quite then. 
Tru. 8 2 tis not death 
it ſelt 
Has ſo much Lethe in't : I ſhall not chuſe 
In the long fleep o th grave, but dream of 


thee, 
If it be true that ſouls which leave hid trea 
ſures 
(Being _ far leſs peaccable then thcir 
old 


Walle 


reſt, 
How will my ghoſt then wander , which has 
leſt 
Such precious wealth behinde ir? Sure it will 
Defire to ſee thee, and | fear will fright thee. 
I would ſay more, but I ſhall weep anon. 
Exit. 
Luc. So quickly gone! he might have 
ſtaid, me thinks, 
A lirtle longer, and I ow'd that happineſs 
Ta the misfortune of his future abſence. 
Why did he ſwear to's father 7 I'm a fool, 
And know not what to ſay. 


Act 1. Scan. 7. 


Tron hlius, Laca. 


Tru. Stay, Lucie, prit hee tay ; I had forgot 
The buſineſs which I came for. 
Luc. Love much 
To your forgerfulneſs,my Tum : if * 
It be fuch always, though you forget me, 
III pardon you. What was your bulaneſs, 
pray * 
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and down, and in their urns want 


T7». To kiſs your band, my deareſt, 
Luc. Was that all ? 
I'm glad to ſee your grief ſo ſmall and lighe, 
T hat it can nde leaſure to complement : 
Tis not like mine, believe me. 
Tz. Was not that buſineſs, Lucia? 
In my opinion now,th'affairs of Kings, 
The honourable troubles of a Countellor, 
Are frivolous and light, compar'sd to this. 
May I not kiſs your tips ton, deareſt Lucia? 
I havean inward droplic z and my remedy 
Enflames my thirſt :* tis that beſt Nectac 
onely 
Which has the power to quench it. 
Luc, If eto Near there, 
It was your lip that 2 it thither firſt , 
And you miay well be bold to claim your 
own, 
Shall we fir down and talk a little while ? 
T hey will allow us ſure a parting- time. 
Dun And that I would not change, not 
this poor minute 
In which I ſee, and hear, and touch thee, 
178, 
Fer th'age of Angels, unleſs thy low d pre- 
ence 
Mike a heavy n there for me too. 
What ſhall I do to bring the days t an end 
Sure they Il be tedious when 1 want thy 
company. of 
Luc, Il pray for the ſucceſs of our chaſte 
loves, : 
And drop down tears for beads. 
Tru. III read o'er the large volume of the 
creatures 
And where I fade one full of grace and 
beauty, 
III gaze and think on that; for that 's thy 
picture. 
Loc. Whatever kinde of Needle-work I 
make, 
Thy name I'll intermingle, till at laſt, 
— my mindes con junction and con- 
ent, 
The needle and my hand ſhall both agree 
Todraw thy name our, 
Tru. 1 will gather flowers, 
Turn wanton in the truneſs of my love, 
And make 2 poſie too, where L 10 
Shall be myſteriouſly wrir in flow'rs : 


2 They 


T hey thall be fair and ſweet , ſuch as may | 
int 
And pea thee to my ſenſes. 
Within. Miſtreſs Lucie, Lucie. 
Luc. Iam call'd : farewel, 


Act. 1. Scæn. 8. 


Truman filius, Lucia, Aurelia. 


Aw. My father, couſin, would ſpeak 
with you. 
Luc. I'II wait upon him. 
Aur, Will _ one ſo ſoon, Sir ? 
Tru. 1 muſt offend your father elſe. 
Awr. You would have ſtay d longer with 
her, I'm ſure 
Tru, It may beſo. Your ſervant, Lady 
Exit. 
Aur. Contemn d by all? while my proud 
couſin walks 
Wich more eyes on her then the moon: but I, 
Like ſome ſmall petty ſtar without a name, 
Caſt unregarded beams. 
It muſt not be ; I ſnatch of all thoſe glories 
Which beauty or feign d vertue,crown her 


with, 
Till her ſhort light confeſs her but a Comet. 
I love thee, Truman ; but fince tis my fate 
To love ſo ill, I'll try bow I can hate. 
Fins Actus primi. 


— 


AR. 2. Scæn. t. 


Cutter, Dogrel. 


Cut, Come on, Degrel, now will I cut your 
throat. 

Dag. W. Il be bang A firſt. 

Cut. by this light 

Dog. You'll be hang' d after then. 

Cut. III lice thee into ſteaks. 

Dog. I believe indeed thou art ſo hungry, 
thou could it feed like a Cal. 


Exit. 
| 


| 
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Cut, No, thou'lt be a diſh for the devil 3 
be'll dreſs thee at his own fire. You call'd 
me Coward : hadit thou as many lives as 
are in Plutarch, I'd make an end of um. (1 
muſt daunt him, for fear be ſhould fight with 
me.) I will not leave ſo much blood in thee 
as will wet my nail: and for thy fleih, II 
mangle it in ſuch manner, that the C rowes 
ſhall not know whether it were a mans body 
or no. 

Dog. (He was once a Coward, and I ne- 
ver heard yet of his reformation 
Hear thou altitonant ode, and Muſcs three, 
(Muſes?a plague upon um I meant Furies.) 
Hear, thou altitonant eve, and Furies three, 

Cut. Nay then 
Leap from the leathern dungeon of my 


ſheath, 

Thou Dindend brave, 

(Will nothing do?) Come on, miſcre- 
ant. They draw. 


Dog. Do, do, ſtrike if thou dar it. 

Cur. Coward, I'll give thee the advantage 
of the fi: ſt puſh, 

Deg. 1 ſcorn to take any thing of thee I. 

Cut. Thou hadſt better eat up thy mothers 
ſoul, then touch me. 
* If thou wilt not ſtrike firſt, take thy 
ife. 

Car. I had rather die then give the firſt 
blowe, fince thou halt ſaid it. 

Dog. I ſee this quarrel, Currer, will come 
to a quart of wine: ſhall'sgo? 

Cur. How raſh is anger ! had not reaſon 

check'd me, 

I ſhould have kill'd my Poet for a woman, 
A very woman. Let's ſheath, Dogrel- 


Act. 2. Scæn. 2. 


Carer, Dogrel, Pum. 


Here's company ; ſtid I'll fight then. 
Pun. How now, Paynims ? fighting like 
two ſca-fiſhes in a map ? ſlaying and killing 
like horſe-leaches ? Why my liele gallimau- 
fry, what Arms and Acts? 
Dog. Tom Mn, quam Mercurie, 1. ' Slife, 
outbray'd by a fellow that has no 3. 
our 


valour in him then a womans Tailor? 
Cutt. By my fathers Soul, I'll kill him an 
he were an Army. 
Pun, Hold ! ſtop l this Colonels fpirit's 
all lame, 
Dag. lis the flame of a flap-dragon then, 
for t will hurt no body. 
Cutt. Mr. Puny, you do me wrong. 
Pun. What do ye mean butles ? 
Cuir. Sliſe, an you hinder me Puny.-- 
Pun. Pox take you , kill one another and 
be hanged then, doe, ſtab, why don't ye ? 
Curr, At your command Mr. Puny > I'll 
be forc d by no man 3 put ap Dogreh,wee'll 
fight for no mans pleaſure but our own. 
og. Agreed, Ill not make another ſport 
2 murthering any man though he were a 
i ker. 


Pun. Why now you ſpeak like righteous 
Hom ncles, ye ha both great ſpirits, as big 
as Indian-whalcs , forwitand valour a cou- 

le of Phaenixes. | 


Cut. Tis my faule Pu; Im the reſo. | 


luteſt man if 1 be but a little heated. Pox 
take t, I'm a fool for't. 

Dog. Give me thy band. 

Curt, I did not think thou hadR been ſo 
* valiant,i'tairh : 1 ſhould have killed my (elf, 

if I had hurt thee in my fury. 

Dog. So ſhould I by this hand. 

Pun. This is tate! up and down like a 
game at cheſs 3 

Deg. Why a game at cheſs more then any 
other ? 

Pun. A game at cheſs ? why-pox thou'rt 
akinde of Poet I confeſs, but for wit you 
ſhall pardoa mc- -ther's as much in Tum Ce 
riats ſhooes, But prichee , why did you two 
Pyrhagorians fall our ? 

Dag. A trifle , onely a Miſtris. 

Cut. A pox take her, Nwoo d ber in an 
humor onely, I had rather niarry a wench of 
ginget-bread, they're both of a Complc- 
xion. 

Dog. And then her mouth's as wide as a 
Cr >codiles, het kiſſes devour a man. 

Cant. Her eyes are like the eyes of a nee - 
dle, and her noſe pointed like that; I von- 
der her face is no cleaner , for thoſe two per. 
petually water it: As for her lower parts, 
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| be of ſome Religion ere't be lodg * 


rance. 
us make you of 
ba- 


bleſled are they that live in i 
Fun. What an Heliog 
this wench ? would 1 could ſee this 

re Pyramidum 

Deg. Hang her, ſhe looks like a genclewo- 
man upon the top of a ballad. 

Can. Shavers, who i the divels name would 
you gueſs to be my Miſtris ? 

Fu. Some w.ncharta red lattice. 

Dog. Some beaſt that ſtincks worſe then 
Thames-ſtrecr. 

Pun. And looks like a ſhoulder of mutton 
ſtufft with par ſly. 

Cute, Faith gueſs who. 

Pun, Tis impoſſible among ſo many 
Whores. 

Curt, Faich Tabithes, none but gentle 
Miſtris T ab1ths. 

De. We ſhall have him turn Browniſt 
now, and read Comments upon the Revela. 
tions. 

Cure. Thou haſt hit it Dogrel : T'le pat my 
ſelf into à rate garbe 3 Buffe, thou mult oft, 
tru'y Buffe thou muſt, 

Pun, 'Slid, a good humour ; I could find 
in my heart to 2 religion too. 

Dog. Pox ! no body will change with me, 
I'm ſure. But canſt thou put off ſwearing with 
Buffe ? canſt thou ab$ain in the middle of 
long grace from crying a plague upon bim, 
the me its cold ? canſt thou 1 ſeripture 
enough to make a Puritan > I'me ſure for 
underttanding thou lt be like enough to any 
of um. 

Curt Let me alone, I le deal with no oath 
above gods farlikins, or by my truly: exclaim 
upon the ſickneſs of drinking healths , and 
call the Players rogues, fing pſalms , hear 
lectures ; and if 1— to preach my ſelf, 
woe be to the act, the object, the uſe, and 
applica· ion. 

Pun. Thou art n everlaſting ſtinker Co- 
lonel, tis a moſt potent humour, ther s mu- 
ſtard int, it bits i the noſe. 

Cu. Dogrel,rake heed of ſwearing before 
Tabitha. 

Der. If I look not as grave as a Judge upon 
the bench, let me be hanged for't. 

Pun. Come away Phyfitians ; slid Lle 


& 2 


Act 2, Scen, 3. 


Tuma pater, Traum filius. 


Tu. p. You hear me 

Tra, f. Sir 

Tru. p. Sir me no ſits: I ſay you ſhall mar- 
ry Miſtris Tabitha. 

Tru. f. I hope fir - 

Tra. p. I, when Ibid you do any thing, 
then you ate a hoping ; well, what do you 
hope ſir?ꝰ 

vu. f. That you ld be pleas d- 

Tru. p. No, I will not be pleas d till I 
ſce your manners mended: marry gap, you le 
be teaching your father. 

Tru, f. Im | 

Tru. p-. Goto, you're a fooliſh boy, and 
know not what's good for your ſelf : you 
are? what ate you, pray ? we ſhall ha you 
crow over your father. 

Tru. f. I ſhall obſerve- - 

Tru, p. You will not ſure * will yo ob 
ſerve me? tis very well if my ſon come to ob- 
ſerve me i my old days, you will oblerye me? 
will ye? 

ro. f. I mean ſir—- 

Tru. p. You ſhall mean what I pleaſe, if 
you be mine: 1 muſt be buund to your 
meaning? 

Tru. f. It may be 

Tra. p. Vou' I teach me what may be, will 
you ? do not I know what may be? tis 
fine, tis very fine : now i your wiſdom, now 
what may be ? 

IA. { That Captain Blade - - 

Tre. p. That what? what can he do ? 
T'll ſee his noſe cheeſe before you ſhall marry 
his neece, Captain Blade's a ſwaggering 
companion; let um ſwagger, and ſec what 
he gets by his ſwaggering z I would have 
ſwaggered with him tor his cars when I was 
a young man”, And though I ha" done 
ſwaggering -well - T ſhall meet with Captain 
Blade hold him a rcſter on't- 

Tra. f. (Would he were gone.) I ſhall 


Tra. p. Obey me no obeyings , but do 
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what I command you. I'll to the Widow, 
and talk abo t ber portion : ſtay | I bad al- 
moſt torgot to tel youz ob -Miſtris Tab 
a verruous maid, a very religious weach ; 
I'll go ſpeak concerning her portion, 

Irn. f. It may be Gros 

Tru. p. You f never leave this trick, 
you'll be at your may-bees ; rake heed boy, 
this bumour will undoe thee—-ſhe cannot 
have leſs then three thouſand — ; well - 
I'll go ſce-and dee hear ? the goes plain, 
and is a good buſwifc j which of your lpruce 
mincing ſquincing dames can make bone- 
lace like ber f © tis a notable, apt, quick, wit. 
ty girle---I'll goe to her mother about the 
portion, Exit. 

Tu. f, About this time her letter pro- 
mis d me a recting here: deſtiny it ſelf will 
ſooner break its word then (he. Dear Miſtris, 
there's none here belides your vallal, She's 
ready 


Act. 2. Scæn. 4. 


Truman 6lius, Lucie veil'd. 


Ha! why this covering? 

This is miſtery darker then the veile 

That clouds thy glorious face z unleſs t en- 
creaſe 

My deſite firſt, and then my joy to ſee thee, 


» Thou caſt this ſubtler night before thy 


beauty, 
And now like one ſcorched with ſome ra- 
ging teaver, 
U "ag tlames nor dew nor ſlecp hath 
ain, 


| I could begin ro quarrel with the darkneſs, 


And blame the florhful rifing of the morn; 

But with more gladneſs entectain't , then 
they, 

Whole icy dwellings the cold Bare ore- 
ooks, 

When after half the yeers continued night, 

And the moſt tedious night of all but death; 

A ſudden light ſhot trom their horizon, 

Brings the long wifhe-for day, which with 
ſuch glory 

Leaps from the Eaſt , as doth thy marcleſs 
beauty, When 


When thus the miſt departs - Offer: to pul 
Why ſhrinkſt thou back? 42 be 
J prithec let me ſee thee, Lucia. veil. 


I'd rather ſome good power would ſtrike mc 
blinde, 
Then loſe the cauſe for which 1 love mine 


eyes: 
At lea ſpeak to me: well may I call it night, 
When lilence too has joyn d it ſelf to dark- 
neſs. 
And did I not ſwear 1 ould not- 
Thy witty goodneſs can avevthers too 
From ſinning: I bad quite forgot my oath : 
Vet ſure an cath forc d from a lovers tongue 
Is not recorded in heav ns dreadful book, 
But ſcartcr'd looſely by that breath that 
made it. 
However thy hleſt Letter makes me patient: 
Thou gi ſt all vertues: I can love thee thus. 
And — 4 thy skin were ſuch, chat it might 


cem 

A black vcil caſt by nature o'er thy body, 

Yet I would love thee, Lucia: every nigh 2 

Which is the harveſt-rime of all our hopes, 

Will make thee as th'art now ; and doſt 
thou think 

I ſhall not love thee moſt then ? 

We trifle here: I'll follow thee, O heaven; 

Proſper the wiſe invention which. it bath 
taught thee, Excunt, 


Act. 2. Scæn. 5. 


Captain Blade, Servant, 


Bla. Is he carried to priſon ? 
U rinal-monger, that ſtinking C 11 
rogue! that ignorant Sattin cap! He has 
not ſo much phyſick as would cure the tooth- 


ar Jdamn'd 
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ach, A ſlave that poiſons Gentlemen, to | 


keep his hand in ure Muſt a flave come up 
ſtairs mount the bank for money, and not 
be diſhonoured down f He look d as pati- 


ently then, as any Fidler need to do. Give 


me ſome ſmall beer, and the godly book 3 1 
muſt not go to hell z there are roo many Phy- 
Grians there. I wasgever in a worſe diſpo- 
ſition to die, in my life : my guts begin to 


ſqueak already, 


othipg vexes me now, but 


that I ſhall ſtand pictur d in a Ballad, with 
Bewwe the phyſittan , or ſome ſuch ſentence, 
coming out of my mouth, I ſhall te ſung in 
Smithheld : not a blinde Ale- houſe. but the 
Lf and miſerable death of capt un Blade (hall be 
—— up in : there ſhall I be brought con- 
ng my ſins at the later end, giving 
good counſel. (You will be jumbling kill.) 
en to one but Dogre/ makes an Epitaph 
there's another miſchief. Here, take the 
book gow 3 I'll not trouble my brain now 
I'm a dying. 
Serv. Here's the widow, Sic, and her 
daughter, come to ſce you ; and they have 
brought M. Knockdown to comfort you. 


Bla. How ? everlaſting ?'Slid, 
will they tro:ble a man when he's dying 
Sirrab, blockhead, let in and LI 


| ſend thee to heaven before me. I ba but 
| an hout to live, my Phyſitian ſays, and ghat's 


too little for him to preach in. 
Serv. Shall T let the widow come in ? 
Blade. That's a ſhe-Knockdown too. Well, 
let her come in 3 1 muſt bear all torments 
atiently now. But, rogue, take heed of 
oſeph 1. thou ſhalt not live with 
cars, it Joſeph Knockdown enter. A plague 
upon all Phyfarians, 


Act. 2. Scæn. 6. 
Capt. Blade, M idem, T abytha. 


id. How do you ? bow ist, Sir ? 

Bla. Cut off i the flower o my age, wi- 
dow. : 

Wid. Not ſo, Sir, you are old,neighbour, 
God he knows. 

Bla, I' the very flower, i faith. 
damm d quackſalvet. 

Tab. He look d like a rogue 3 a man 
mighe know him for a rogue, by his very 
cyes, Take comfort, Sir 3 ye know we muſt 
all dic eicher ſooner or later. Our life is 
compared tod flower; and a flower is ſub- 
ject ro uncertainty , as M. Knockdown vb- 
ler ves. 

Bu. O the torture of ſuch a tongue 
Would I were dead already. 


That 


Wid 


Wid. Alas, good man ! his tongue, I 
warrant ye, is hot: look how he raves, 
daugorer ! I have heard, indeed, that many 
rave when they ate poiſon d. T hink o your 
ns, Sir, : 

Bla. I prithce moleſt me not z there's none 
of um worth thinking of. I'm hotter then 
a dozen of Fevers : give mea cup ot Sack 
there : Shall I die thirſty ? : 

id. By no means, M. Blade. Fellow 
take heed what ye give him: he muſt ha' 
none; it breeds inflammations. 

Bla. I'll never repent without a cup of 
Sack, Do, do, chaſe whether you'll ha me 
ſav'd or no. 

id. For bis ſouls ſake then, I'Il drink to 
hinrin a cup of Sack B 


| Drinks. 
Bla To my good journey widow. Sir- 


rah, fill me a brimmer. Here, Tabyths, 
8 Drinks. 


Act. 2. Scæn. 7. 


Cutter, Dogrel. 


Aur. Stand to t now. 

Deg. I'll warrant you I'll ſtand like a 
knight o the poſt : I Il forſwear with the de- 
vil. As for Cutter , he has don't fourty times 
before a Judge already- 

Aur. My Jeareſt farher,though we cannot 

call 
The ſentence of fate back that's paſt upon 
you 
Yer heav'n has mixt ſome mercy with its 
anger, 


And ſhewn us the curſt plorters of your | 


ruine 

Bla. How now, varlets ? ye ſee I'm go- 
ing to heaven, and ye mult follow z but the 
Captain muſt be ſav'd before the Colonel, 
Who art thou? a godly Weave: ? 

Cur. I am not he that I was of old - what 
hath paſſed, is gone and vaniſheth; but what 
is now, remaineth. 

Wid. Nol'll beſworn is he not; never 
was Chriſtian-crearure ſo altet d, as they 
fay, 
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| fee um clapt up cloſc be tote I die. 


— — — —— 


Tab. He ſaid a prayer laſt night ſo zea- 
louſly, that all the houſe heard him, did they 
not? Brother M. ute“. 

Cur. Siſter, 1 did pour out my ſelf laſt 
night. Captain, y'aic abus d. 

. A ſmall abuſe ; nothing but onely 
poiſo d. 

Dog. Yes faith, we ſaw the Phyſitian, 
Mi'reſs Lucia and Tramen conſulting all 
together: the Phyſitian pluck'd a box out, 
ſhew d it them; they ſeem d to approve : an 
oath of ſecreſie we heard them take, but 
ſuſpected nothing, by this hand. We honeſt 
men do ſeldom ſuſpect others. 

Bla. 1s this true, Colonel? 

Cut. Should I ſay it is not true, I ſhould 
not tell the truth if i ſhould ſay ſo. 

Bla. You ſwear tis true ? 

Cut, Before an Elder I ſhall ſwear, 

Bla, Aurelia, (end for um immediately, 
as if I meant to ſee um conttacted; and bid 
the ſervants be ready co carry um away, I'll 


Aur. 1 go, Sir. Exit, 


Act. 2, Scæn. 8, 


Blade, Widow, Tabytha, Curter, Deęrel, 


Lucie. 


Luc. Deareſt Uncle, 
I come to beg one boon of you, the laſt 
Which you can grant me, or I need to wiſh, 
Ble. Speak, gentle Neece, 
Luc. hince the love twixt Truman 
and my ſelſ 
Hath been ſo fixt, and (as our fortunes ) 
equa : 


qual, 
You will be pleas'd to ſeal with your laſt 


\ breath 


The confirmation of our loves, our Con- 
tract: 

And when your ſoul ſhall meet in heav n my 
fathers, 

As ſoon as he has bid you welcome thither, 

He ll thank you for our marriage. 

l. Oh by all means: where's gentle 
M. Truman ? He's ſorry for my death, good 
man, I warrant ye. Weep not for me, dear 

Neece : 


Neece; I know it greives you» Where's 
loving Mr. Truman ? 
Luc, Without Sir, waiting on your will, 
as on the voice of his good fare. ; 
Bla. Pray call him in Exit Luc. 
Sirtah, ferch two or three more of my 
knaves in. 


verlity ot light :epceſcars diverſly. 


daughter, widow : I could almott like Ma 
homers religion , for turning all the ſex our 
of Heaven. 


Act. 2. Scan. 9. 


Bale, Cunter, Dogrel, li idm, Tabitha. 
uma hlius, Lacie veil d. 


Tr. lis as we wiſht, dear Lady; O 
this bleſt hour ! 

Bla. Away with um immediately, let 
um be {cnt to priſon ſtraight. 

Tru. What means this rudeneſs ? I under- 
ſtand not this incivility. 

Catt, Ungratious children, ye have poy- 
ſoned a moit vertuous Souldicr here. 

Tru. I poyſoned ? what dye mean? 

Bla. Away with um 1 ſay, they ſhall 
finde another place to anſwer for t. 

Extunt Servants, with Truman and Lucia 

id. Hci ho! what pitty tis. 

Cart. Captain, prichee away with theſe 
two impertinences j ſince you mult dye, let's 
have a parting cup for ſhame. 

Bla. But thou art turn d Apoſtate. 

Cutt. I did but fain all this; I mas very 
a Rogue as ever I was. 

Bla. Thou ſpeakſt righteouſly , we will 
not make a dry farwel on't. Widow, I have 
ſome buſineſs with theſe two; ſhall I defire 
privacy alittle while ? 

id. Fare ye well. Mr. Cutter, you can 
ſpeak comfortably to him: I'll ſee you a- 
gain anon. Oh the wickedneſs of theſe 
worldlings ! Come Tabitha. 

Exeunt Widow and Tabitha. 

Bla. The Doctor ſays, I ſhall dye with- 


m — — — — — 
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| out pain z therefore my ſparks of Aſia, ler's 
de merry fora while. Boy, fetch ſome wine 


and an hour-glaſs. 

Curt. An hour-glaſs ! wharcmblcm ſhall 
we have? bring a tithe too 3 and this ſame 
lean, greedy, hungry Poet, ſhall act Time 


; | here, Enter key with wine, ani an bur glaſs. 
Dog. Oh the diſſembling of theſe women; | 
they re like a folded picture, that every di- 


Bla. Well ſaid my lutle Fawn. So, thus 
I'll husband wy time According to my 


| Emperick's computation I am to live an 


Bla. Hang all women befide you and your | 


hour ; half which I do allot to drink with 
you, a quarrer to ſettle ſome buſineſs ; and 
the reſt to good medit tions and repentance, 
How like ye this my gallants ? 
cutt. Moſt Logically divided ; never 
Schoier divided meſs better. 
The boy fil: wine. 

Bla. How it ſpark es Never be drunk 
again? My Homer junior , have at thee 
this will ring up thy Muſe : rejoyce young 
trog of Hellen Drinks. 

Dog. No, rather let me weep, drop briny 

tea s, Till 1 like Nrobe-- 

Cutt, There's a piece of her ticks in his 
throat ſtill, drink it down Dogrel. 

Bla. Do, tor when Iam once gone, ye 
muſt c en like Mahwnetens, count wine a 
thing forbidden. 

Curt. Let's drink, let's drink , whilſt life 

we have: 
You'll finde but cold drinking , cold drink- 
ing in the grave. 

Dog. A catch i'faith, 

Boy go down, 
And hil's the tother quarr 3 
T hat we may drink : Captains health, 
Before that we do part. 
Curt. Why doſt thou frown , thou arrant 
Clown &c. 

Bla, Ha hci boy's : another catch i'faith. 
And all our men wee very very merry, 

And all our mien were drinking, 

Cutr. One man o mine, 3 

Dog. Two men o' mine, , 

Bla. Three wen o mine, 

Cuit, Anda wan o mine, 

Om. As we went by the way, were 
Drunk Drunk, Damnable Drunk; 

And all our men were very very merry &c. 

Bla, Hei brave boys | now, Cutter, thou 
C art 


w # Mi. —— — — 


art a pretious Puritan, 

Cutt. And thou a puiſſant Captain, Some 
wou d ha" pin d, and kept 2 quarter, and 
howl'd at their death, and ha been more 
froward and troubleſome then a Citizens 
wife when ſhe takes Phylick. This is tcue 
valour, 

Dog. Sure he has dy'd before, he's ſo ex- 
pert at it, 


Act 2, Scxn, 10. 


To theſe, old Truman. 


Bla. What ſays old Priam to Achille; 
great ? 
Tu. Tis well, I'm glad to fee you in 


you Priavs z but for all your Priams, and | 


your Killifſes , what ha you done with my 
Son ? 
Ble. Thrice was thy Hector drawn about 
the walls. 


Cun. Xanthus and Simois, with his pur» | 


ple gore. 

Dog. Alas, and welladay ! we ate ſtain d 
all o're 

Om. Ha, ha, ha. 


T ry. * Tis very well, excellent weil, alls 


well that ends well; I ſay... ſhall finde 
Law | hope. My Son Dick in priſon, and 
old Dick laughed at here by Raggamuthins : 
"Tis very excellent well; I thank you gen 
tlemen I thank you heartily, 

Bla, Tis not ſo much worth i faith Sit; 
what do you mean Sir? pray ſpare your 
courteſie, nay, I pray be covered Sir. 

Tru. It may be ſo, tis very likely Sir, an 
there be Law in Weſtminſter - 

Cut. -And what doſt thou mean, old 

man ? 

Doe. -And what doſt thou mean, old 

man? 

Curr. If thou mean'it to live long, 

plump, luſty, and ſtrong ; 

Dog, - Then rake of the cup and the 

Can, 

Om. Ha, ha, ha. 

Tru. Well, I'm made à laughing ſtock, 
it ſeems, 
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Bla. And good Sir-- 

Tru Yes, I am made the laughing ſtock ; 
I ſhall take ſome other courſe, I hold you 
a groat. Reſt ye merry Gentlemen, I pray 
be merry, very very _—_ 

Dog. Nay, you thall ſtay and drink 
firſt, 

Tru. Shall I, Jatkyauce ? Strike: of 
Pray Sir, be you covered tog. hu hat. 

Bla. Come old Jeibro, here's a cup of 
wine will ſtir thy brains again, they're 
mouldy now. 

Tru. I, you d poyſon me,wou'd you? tis ve- 
ry well if a man may be ſuffered to poyſon 
whom he pleaſes, Breakes the claſs. 

Bla. No, your good Son has got the art 
of poyſoning 

Tru. My Son? Thouliclt. My Son? 

Bla. It ye be taging Lyon-mad, dye ſee 
that door? Be gone to your Son, 2 
ſome juice of Opium : Thou wants ſleep, 
Trum n offers to go out, 

anl twn: back again. 

Tru. There's Law, Captain. 

Bla There is ſogwou'd you'd go fetch it. 

Tu. Nay there's none it ſeems, 

Bla, True, there (hall be no Law, ſo you'll 
be gone 

Tru. There ſhall be no Law, ſay you? I 
deſire no more, tis very exceeding dainty, 
There ſlzall be no Law; Idchre no more, tis 
a kinde of petty 1 reaſon: You'll remember, 
Sir , that there ſhall be no Law: That's 
enough, I pray remember Sit: and fo fare. 
well. There thall be no Law, 

Exit. 

Bla. This worm-esten old fellow has 
ſpoil'd our ſport, And what ſays my hour- 
glaſs now? Time was i faith. 

Curt. How do you feel your ſelf ? 

Bla. As hot as Hell. Come wee take 
our laſt farewel within; and farwel here all 
drinking. God ſend me agood journey, 1 
lay. 

Dog. Then briny tears come trickling 

down apace, 
For loſs of him 
Cut. And what? 
Dog. Nay, ye put me out. E xeuxt. 


Finis Aus Secundi. 


Act. 3. Scæn. t. 


Dogrel, Aurelia. 


Dag. Not poyſoned you ſay ? 

Anu, No, hc $ 2s «cll as we. 

Dog. It may be he has more lives chen 
one, or uſed himſelf to poyſon, as we now, 
that are Scholars, and Pocts read, of one 
d nhicrars. 

Au. He was never ſick. 

Deg. Yes, very hor. 

Au. I, as a painted hre, his fancy 
made him ſo; 1imell a plot in't. Lucia, 
you ſay, urgcd him then for Truman. "T was 
a meer plot, I doubt, to put him in fear of 
death. 

Dog. I ſhall be taken for a kind of Rogue 
then, for being falſe witneſs 

Ag. You ſhall not be miſtaken, Sir, 
at all, 

Dog. Pillory'd, and whipt, with wy godly 
brother Cutter. 

Au. Abus'd by the Prentices as you walk 
in the ſtreets, and haye rotren apples flung 
at you. 

Dog. Have a hundred bluſtring oaths o 
mine no more beleeved, then whep I ſwear 
to my Cieditots, I'll pay all. 

Au Be abandon d by all men above 2 
Tapſter ; and not dare to looke a gentleman 
i'thc face 3 unleſs perhaps you ſneak into a 
Play-houſe, at the hſth AR, 

Dog. If ever I bave to do with women a- 
gain, but i'rhe way of all Heſh , may I dye 
an Eunuch. I Il never lye or ſwear hereafter, 
but for my ſelf, Were not you the vertu- 
ous gentiewoman , With the brown paper- 
face, that perſwaded me to it ? 

Ay. The very fate, Sir 3 and I juſt 
ſuch another exploit here to unploy thee iu: 
therefore be ſecret, cloſe as a cakle, my good 
Rymcr. 

Dag. To imploy me in! 

Au, Nay, you muſt do't i'faith ; 1 ha" 
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ſworn firſt, Der- 


el. 

Dog. By this good light, I will do nothing 
at thy intreaty : not if thou ſhould intreat 
me t v lye with thee, Muſt Poet Dogrel ? 

Au. I, muſt, it be intend e te to drink Sack 
again 3 or to make more uſe of his little · poc- 
et, then to ny Tavern bills in'tʒmuſt do't, 


anleſs he intend to die without a flirt, and 
be buried without a winding - ſlcet. 

Dog I like thy wit yet wench, what is't ? 

Au I would nairy Fuay; he's rich you 
know, and a bravery, and a wit. 

D-g. He fays himſelf he is ſo ; but few 
are of his taith. 

Au. He dances 
Ladies. 

Dag. Ves, in more poſtures then a dozen 
of Bow'ers, 

Au, But he's rich , Dre, and will be 
wiſe enough z when I have got um knighted, 
then I ſhall be a Lady, Dae; have a dozen 
of French- Taylors, Do& rs, Jewellers , 
Perfumers, Tyrc- women, to fit in conſultati- 
on every morning, how I ſhall be dreſt up to 
play at Gleck, or dance, or ſee a Comedy, 
gr go to the Exchange i'the afternoan ; ſend 
every day my Gentleman, to know bow 
fucha Lady * , and dream'd; or whe- 
ther her dog be yet in per ſect health: Then 
have the young ſmelling braveries 3; all adore 
me, —— their arms, if I be pleaſed to be 
angry: Then keep my cloſe and open 
Coaches, my yellow fartin Pages, Mon- 
kies,and women, 6. (as they call um) ctea- 
tures, 

Dog. Be then a politick, Lady ; keep 
none but ugly ones, you'll ne'er be handſome 
elſe. Bar ſuppoſe all this, what's this tu 
Dopret ? 

Au. Dogre! ſhall be maintain'd by me, 
he ſhall ha“ fine new Serge ; and every 
day more wine then's drunk at 2 Corona- 
tion. 

Dee. This qualifics. And when the 
good Knight's dicing , or at bowls, or ga- 
thering notes in private out o' Romances 3 
might not Doprel have a bit ? 

1. Yes, like enough your Poetry might 
tempt ſome of my under-women tot. But 
arc you prepar d to cheat, in your own be- 

C 2 half, 


too, and courteth the 


— — — 


half, and mine? 

De. I, but how muſt this be done ? 

Au. Why thus briefly, Firſt read this 
Letter. 

Dog. (reads) Deareſt Truman, 

We haue long defired to be contracted to- 
gether , that nothing might be wanting to 
our Loves, but Ceremony: To night about 
nine à clock, I ſhall finde opportunity to 


meet you at the ro door, and let you in; 


lence. and the help of veiles, will fave the 
violating of your oath. Farewet: 

Yours, Luc, Blade. 
I'fiith, was this her writing? 

Au. No. but the hand's s like hers as the 
lcftis to the right. This you ſhall ſhew to 
vam; and tell him that you found or Role 
it from Truman: I need not 1 ſuppoſe in- 
ſtruct you, to poliih overalye 3 he knows 
their love, aud cannot ſuſpect any thing; 
perſwade him to make uſc ot the occalign, 
and come himſelf. 

Dog. And you ll mect him vail'd. 

A+. Haſt thou found it out ? thou haſt 
ſhrew d reaches Degel. 

Dye I'll dot. Thou ſhalt be bleſt. 111 
do't i faith. 
Au. About it then 3 I'll leave you : 


and fail not, Del; remember wine 


and ſerge. But firſt , I have another way 
t' undoe thee, Lucia: And that Ill try 
too. Exit. 
Dog. Gothy ways girl for one, and that's 
for Puny I hope ; I ſee thou'lt ne'er turn 
Semſtreſs, nor reach gitls; thou'dit be a 
rare wife for me, I ſhould beget on thee 
Denne. and Johnſons : but thou art too wit- 
ty. We men that are witty know how to 
rule our ſelves, can cheat with a ſafe conſci- 
eace; tis charity to help thee, Awelia, and 

I will do't, and merit, 
Ext. 


Act. 3. Scæn. 2. 


Tra nan filius, Salus. 


ru. Our minds ate like the Sea, and eve- 
ry Paſſion 
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Like ſome — Tempeſt ſtricken ſrom the 
orth, 
Diſtarbs the Peaceful calmneſs of our 
thoughts: 
Cuſtom of anger drives us from our ſelves, 
The A tian Gulf 2 milder fury hurrics ; 
T hoſe Waves touch — > avi; fo theſe ariſc 
ro Hell. 
Sometimes the winged whirlc.wind of blind 
Avarice 
Shoots it ſelf forth, and ſweeps up all be- 
fore it. 
Now we with greedy hope , knock at the 
Sphears, 
Anon the deadly hand of cold diſpair 
Throws us beneath the grave: and midſt 
theſe dangers 
The flame of Love appears in flead of 
lightning 3 | 


And with ſad glor frights the 2 it (elf, 


' 


Oh ! tis a ſubtil fire! and kills, but wounds 
nor. 

Good God ! What more then man can ſaſe- 
ly paſs 

The Bi! ows, Rocks, and Monſters of this 
Ocean, 

Unleſs ſome pow'r Divine, become his 
Pilor ? 

For then the windes would ſcatter, the waves 
ſhrink, 

| And th'ourworn ſtorm ſuffer it (elf a ſhip- 

Wack. 


| 5 
| Act 3. Scan. 3. 
| 

Awrelia, Taylor, Truman filius. 


Au. Thanks good Taylor 3 now Ill 
onely beg that I may buy your ſecrecy : 
Fare thee well, Friend. at the door. 

Tru. Ha. 1 did but ſpeak juſt now of 


Heav'nly pow'rs, 
And my good Angel enters ! welcome 
Lucia; I can ſcarce ſay ſo here, yet welcome 
heartily : 
You ſce how ill our honeſt Plot ſucceeds ; 
I ſce we muſt out- weaty fortunes anger, 
And I have arm d my ſelf for't - -ha ! 
$ be gives bima note, and imbraces bim. He m_ 


— — — 
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I haye wich much ado gotten to you, and 
can flay with you to night. (Ha 2 Why 
ſhould we defer our joys longer, lince we 
are married in heart * The opportunity, and 
impatience of ſuch delays , forc'd me to de- 
Gre that which elſe my mode ſty would not 
ſuffer me- -(Modcity ?) -- Your deſires. 
to your bed - . long wiſht-for - - (why this is 
range) bum -bum-hum- , Yours, i ua. 
No, no, thou art not Lucie, If thou doſt 
(As thou ſaiſt) love me, do not uſe that 

name. She embrace, an ge 
Some devil has chang d thee - 10 LAiſi hm 
This i worſe ſtil- with much ado-to night - 
joys longer - opportunity - Read: :then walks 
„ bout the room ; goers to the 
Candle, and burns the Leiter 
May all remembrance of thee periſh with 
thee, 
Unhappic paper, made of guilty linen. 
The —— reliqu s of ſore luſtful 
woman : 
Thy very aſhes here will not be innocent, 
Bur flie about , and hurt ſome chaſte mens 
eyes, 
As they do mine. Weeps. 
Oh thou that once wert Lucia ! thy ſoul 
Was ſofter then, and purer then ſwans fea- 


thers, 
Then thine own skin : Two whiteſt things, 
that paper, 
And thine own (clf , thou didſt at once de- 
file. 


But now th art blacker then the skin that co- 
vers thee : 
And that ſame gloomy ſhade not ſo mych 
hides 
Thy Bodies colour, as it ſhews thy Mindes, 
She keel, 
Kntel not to me, fond woman, but to heav'n; 
And — weep : tears will waſh cleaner 
:thiops - 
Wouldit thou have had me been mine own 
adult rer? 
Before my Marriage too? Wouldſt thou 
ha given me 
An earncit of the horns I was to wear ? 
Is Marriage onely a Parenthcfis 
Betwixt a maid and wife ? Will they remain 
Entire wichout it? Go, pray go back, 
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ns yore me too, fince thou haſt left thy 
elt: 
When peace is made with heav'n , tis made 
with me. Exit Awelis. 
What are theſe women made of ? Sure we 
men 
Are of ſome better mold. Their vows and 
oaths 
Are like the poiſonous Spiders ſubtil ner, 
As dangerous to entrap,and broke as ſoon. 
Their love, their faith, their ſelves enflav'd 
to paſſion. 
Nothing's at their command, except their 
rears, 
And we frail men, whom ſuch beat-drops 
entice, 
Hercafter I will ſer my (elf at liberty, 
And live more free then is the ait I breathe 


in ? 
And when I ſigh, henceforth,it ſhall not be 


For love of one, bur pity of all the Sex. 
Exit. 


Act. 3. Scæn. 4. 


Derel, Pay. 


Pun. But how ſhall I repreſent this An- 
thropophagus ? 

Deg. Onely ſpeak ſoftly, left ſhe chance 
to know you! voice. 

Pun. I warrant you I'll whiſper like wet 
wood in a Juſtices chimney at Chriſtmas. 

Dog. But of a ings, take heed of too 
much wit ; that's always dangerous, but 
eſpecially now. Trunun, you know, is an ho- 
neſt harmleſs fellow and is contented to 
ſpeak ſenſe. 

Pun. I, hang him; there's clotted cream 
in his head in ſtead of brains; and no more 
o that then will compleatly ſerve to fill the 
eye of a needle. Bur I ſhall ne'er abſtain 
from theſe fine things, hyperboles and ſimi- 
lirudes : my nature X. a tiptoce: Trwmen 
has got the cramp 3 his genius is like ſome 
gouty Alderman's that firs in a chair. An 1 
were in Phalaris's Bull, 1 think 1 ſhould be 
witty, 

Dog. Nay, I know't 3 2 man may as 

| well 


4 

well keep a prentice from Moor-fields on a 

holiday, as you from your Muſes, and Ca- 

nuadcums ; they re meat and drink to 
ou, 

; Pun, No, my good bag- pipe, they re meat 
and drink to you, that feed by um. 

Dog. I ſee you're aſhamed of the Muſes , 
and I hope they're even with you. But fo 
much for this: you ll finde wine, I hope, 
when I have found you the wench. 

Pun. Though thou wouldſt drink cups 
bigger then Pa: ls-itceple , or the great bell 
at Weſtminſter, thou thouldit have um. 
How long doſt thou think has this night 
worn her mourning-gown , and lookt like 
a funeral ? 

Dog. Indeed , ſhe has many torches, 
Why ſare, tis juſt about the Critical time 
which ſhe appointed, You know your buſi- 
neſs : Firſt break apiece of Gold; profeſs 
before Heav'n and Angels, you take her for 
your wife ; then give her half of it: and 
after that, ſomewhat as you underſtand 


me. 

Pun. Will ſhe be malleable, d' ye think ? 
Shall I ſtamp Pum on her ? 

Deg. There's a Mctaphor indeed! It 
ſeems tis the faſhion 3 you rake your wife for 
Gold, Hauk! the door opens, uſe your 
tortune well. Ext. 

Pun. Now, if my Alcocadin be right, 
I'm ſure, I am made. 


She opens the door, an i lets him in. 


Act. 3. Scan. 5. 


Captain Blade, Se vant. 


Bla. Pox upon 'um , they pur me into 2 
horrible fear 3 but I am glad?l xm fo hap- 
pily cheared, for all that. Well, I muſt de- 
viſe ſome horrible lye, to juſtihe my tears ; 
ſome trick muſt be thought upon to gull 
Trum. How now? hat news from 
Tipoly. 

Serv. Sad news,my Lord ; here's an Ar- 
my at the door, to (peak with you. 

Bla. Whoare they ? Creditors? a Mer- 
chant, a Mercer , a Scrivcner, a Taylor, a 
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Butcher, Six Cookes, a dozen of Vint- 
nets, and the reſt ? Ha? Tell 'um I am ſick, 
taking Phyſick, or elſe abroad; hang um 
Rogues, come like quotidian Agues on 2 
man. 

Serv. No, Sir, tis old Mr. Truman, the 
Widow, and her daughter, and Mr. Dog- 
rel, and I know not who z there's a ſtock 
ot um. 

Bla. They are thoſe I wiſht for, let 
"um in. Exit Ser. 
Now, Signior Blade, If ever thou wouldſt 
ſce the golden age of yore, this is the 
time. 


Act. 3. Scæn. 6. 
Blade, Truman Pater, Widow, Dagrel. 


Tru. O Sir, my Son has poyſon' d you, I 
ſee 3 there's no Law yet, is there ? 

Bla. Mr. Trum n- - 

Tru. True me no more then I true you. 
Come, Captain Bie, I know what you arc, 
and ſo ſhall others oo. 

Blas. You'll hear me, Sir, I hope. 

Tru. And fo ſhall you hear me, I; 
be heard, I would you ſhould know 
good a place. as this is; and before as 
as you are , Captain Blade. 

Bla. Firſt leave your raging,Sir:for 10'12h 
you ſhould roar like T amer/in at cht Bull, 
'rwould do no good with me. 

Tra. I Tamerlin? I ſcornhim, 2 
as you do, for your ears. T'll have an acti- 
on of ſlander againit you, Captain; you (hall 
not miſcal me at your pleaſure : remember 
you call'd me Jethro once before. ; 

Wid, O the Father! little did I think, 1 
wuſs, to ſee you cver with theſe cycs a- 

ain. 

Bla. Pray, Sir, hear me; The wrong 1 
did you, when you were laſt here, came from 
diſtraction oncly, and not my will ; and 
therefore deſerves pardon. The bukncis, 
if you pleaſe, I'll relate truly to you 3 and 
by what ſpecial providence I cſcap'd the 
danger. they whiſper. 

. Well, Sir, I'm not angry; * 


I'll not be call'd Tamerlin by any man. 

Bla, Upon my faith, Sir, it was an Anti- 
dote 3 I vomited np more then any whale 
could have done ; things of more colours 
then twemy Rhetoticians were ever able to 
invent. | 

"Tra. I ſhall teich my ſon <= 

Bla. No, geod Sir,l forgive him with all 
my heart: but for my Neece- You remem- 
ber, Sir, the Will my brother Icfr 3 you were 
witneſs ro it, For this het diſcbedicnce, the 
means are faln to me. Now if you pleaſe 
to marry M. Richard to my daughter, Lucia 5 
pot ion thall all be hers, 

Tru, Thank you good Captain Blade 3 1 
thank you for your love heartily - pray ſend 
for um; he (ſhall do't preſently, I thank you 
heartily for your love, good Captain: he 
ſhall do t, he (hall do'r. Call; bis ſervant, 

ond ſends for um. 
(Whar good luck was this, that I ſpoke not 
to the widow for her daughter 1) How do 
you, widow ? you're melancholy methinks; 
you're melancholy i faith. that you are. 

id. Well, I praiſe God, Sir, in better 
health then I deſerve, vile wietch. I'm glad 
to ſec out neighbour ſo recovered, 

Tru, I, good man, be has had a dangerous 

, time of it hat he has a very dangerous time: 
his neece is a naughty wench , a ſcurvie girl, 
to repay him thus for all his care and trou- 
ble: he has been a father to her, Widow, that 
he has 3 ro my knowledge he has : Her tather 
was an honeſt man, I'm ſure ont. 

Wid. Was he ? I, as ever trod — Gods 
ground, peace be with him ; I, and as loving 
a neighbour too - 

Tra We have drunk our half pintes of 
Muſcadel together many a morning, that we 
have. 

Wid. My husband too was all in all with 
him. Hei-ho ! I ſhall never forget how 


merry we were when we went with him to | 


Mortlake in the Eaſter holy-davs : and we 
carried a ſhoulder of Mutton with us, and a 
far Pig, and he carried his bortle of wine 
down with him : 1 warrant you he he lov'd a 
cup of wine as well as bis brother ; ina fair 
ſort, I mean. 
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' ar rel by this time : 


| we ſhall never ſee thoſe days again. I was a 

merry grig too then, and would ha'danc d 
and cut capers : ha-who but 17 Iwas as 
merry as the maids. 

1 d. My daughter Tehytha was juſt four 

yeer old then, come Lama ide. 

Deg. Captain , I thought thou hadſt been 
but tis no matter; 
tis but an Epitaph loſt : hang't, twas made 
ex tempo! #. and ſo let it paſs, 

Bla. Hadit thou made one i'faith ? 

Deg. Yes, by this light. 

Nl I'm ga I did not die then. O here 
they come. She's a good handſome wench ; 
tis pity to coxen her. Hur who can help it ? 
Every one for himſelt ,and God for us all. 


Act. 3. Scæn. 7. 


Blade, Mi idem, Lu pater, Dogrel, Truman 
filius, Lucia. 


Bla. Welcome, kinde Neece 3; you fee I 
live ſtill : there were Antidotes as well as 
Poiſons. 

Wid. He has been a loving Uncle to you, 
Miſtreſs Lucia : he might have deſerv d 
better at your hands: you might had Maſter 
Trumon, I warrant you, had you but held up 
your finger to him : he — not ha feen 
you periſh, Miſtris 1%; I may fay 1 know 
him fo far. Speak, Miſtris Lucie, ſpeak for 
your ſelf, good chuck; your Uncle will 
forgive you: we'll all ſpeak for you: He 
thaſl forgive you, that he thall : he — we 
have all our — 

Dog. I underſtand the language of her ſi- 
lence 3; it s ſtrong and —. You bound 
your ſon, Sr, to an oath never to ſee nor 


bear her withour your commiſhon : tis that 
| troubles her cunſcience;the has a tender one. 


Tru p. I bound um f Well, I abſfolve 
um then 3 what's that to yeu, Sir + I'll 
binde um again. if 't be my pleaſure ſo : if 
not, a fig for you 3 that's all I care. 1 love 
to ſpeak my minde; you muſt pardon me; ! 
ha ſpoke to as good as you i my days. 

Dog. D ye ſpeak thus always? I'll ba you 


Tru. Ah widow |! thoſe days ate gone: in a Play if you do, 


In. 


1 


Tru. p. I'm glad you are ſo religious, Sir ; 
did I bind you too to filence? Gy too, Sit; 
I told you what your = bees would bring 
youto, you'll always be wiſer then your 
father : Nay, you may ſpeak, and your Mi. 
nion too, it ſhe pleaſes. 

Lucia, pull; off ber veil, 

Luc. Does any man here accuſe me of any 


1 
BIA. We, and your conſcience do, 


Luc. My Conlcience ? tis as pure 26 


Sythian Chriſtal, 

From any ſpot 3 I can ſee through it at plea- 
ſure. 

Whatever crime you mea" , (for yet I know 
not) 

Would it were written in my face. 


Bla. Thou'dſt be blacker then a Moor if 


'twere. Did not you conſent with that 
damn'd Phyſician to give me poyſon ? 
Luc, There was none given you, I call 
God ro witneſs : 
Tf ſuch a thought had ſlipt into my dream, 


fear'd 


Ever to — again. Nozwhat we did, Sir, 
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better for us? 

Tru f. No ſhe ſays true. 

Tru p. You wo'nt bite off my noſe ? will 
ye, Sir ? pray do not bite off my noſe, I 


pray, Sic, ag not ? 
Act. 3. Scæn. 8, 


Blade, I idm, T. uman pater, Dogrel, 
Truman filius, Lucia, Puny. 


Pun. What a bevy o men's here: ha! 
My lictle Load-ſtone, art thou here, my lit- 
tle Diamond? I'll ſpeak to your Uncle 
now; wc'll have a Parſon cry I Nicholas 
preſently. 

Luc. You'r rude,Sir: what do you mean? 

Pun. I, ſo you ſaid i the garden, when I 
began to gather, you know What fruit: 


Conte put on your vail, you'll bluſh elſe ; 


Was but to fright you with a painted danger; | 


That the juſt terror of your own deſtruction 
Might call to your remembrance my dead 
father : 


For ſure , Sir , you forgot him when you 
a | 
| Pay. 


thought 
To match his ogely child with one of theſe 
Fellowes that live extempore ; whoſe fortuncs 
Are patch d up like their wit by ſeveral pa- 
trons. 
Should I have mati ied thus, (but I would 
ſooner 


and look like the picture of a red-roſc 


| i the hangings. Captain, Salve, tis done, 
The horror would have wak'd me, and I | 


Endure the ſhameful end which they de- 


ſerve) 
Your conſcious Ghoſt would itart to meet 
my fathers, 
And look more pale then death it ſelf hath 
made it. 
Dog. Let her alone, ſhe'll call names and 
fling ſtones about anon. 
id Alas poor ſoul ! you may ſee ſhe's not 
her own woman. 
Tru, p. What a poor excuſe ſhe made ! a 
very idle ſimple excuſe z have you never a 


Bla. Done! What ? 

Pun. I have her, i faith, 

Bla. God give you joy, Sir, 

Pan. Nay, the s my own. 

Bla Iam very glad oft. 

Pas. 1 ſcal'd the walls, entered the 
Town, and left a gariſon there, I hope. 

Bla, 1 — your Victory, Me. 


Pur. You ſhall goe to my wedding, with 
me and thi. faic Chorus. I'm as nimble as 
a Lybian Rabbit: Come, you muſt g. 
though you be as lame as a criple, that bens 
at Weſtminſter, or a Crow in a gutter «iti;- 
out her right leg. What d'ye wonder at ? 
I tell you, ſhe's my Pene/ope now, 

Bla. Nay I be ſo bold, Sir, as to ask, 
who tis you mean? 

Pun. Slid, canſt thou not ſee my mean- 
ing ? are your brains in a litter? I'm con- 
tracted to your Neece , and have got upon 
her- - Nay , never bluth, we're as good as 
married, my dear Agat. 

Bla. Have you then lien with her ? 

Truman fil. Ha! 
No figures nor ſimilitades, good Mr. Pm; 
be as open and aaked with me, as you were 
with ber, Pun. 


lain as a Scholars mourning- 


Pun. As 
cloak. I don't i' faith, but d'ye ſee ? We 
broke this gold berween us firſt , and will be 
married to day. Who's that? Truman, ha, 
ha ; he looks like the Globe of the World, 
now: look how he ſcratcheth his poul. 


Bla. God give you joy, Sir : but ſhe has 
not a farthing portion. 

Pan. How, Captain? 

Bla. Not ſo much as will buy ribbands : 
alls mine own : a lawful prize, i faith. 

Tra. fil. Oh monſter of her (cx ! 

Luc. Wilt thou, vile mn Il cannot 
ſpeak to him Witneſs all theſe- I cep. 

Bla. So tis all forfeited to me. Will you 
try how your ſons affeRion ſtands towards 
Ae! 

Tu. p. Come, Dick, the Captain has 
forgiven you: never think of Lucio ſhe s not 
worth your thinking onza ſcur vie girl : neꝰ er 
think o her z thou ſhalt marry fair Aurelis: 
there's a wench, a wench worth gold i faich. 

Tra. t. 1 can't marry. 

Tra. p. What can't you do, vir ? 

Tra, f. 1 can't marry. 

Tru p- Do you know » ho 'tis you ſpeak 
to, Sir ? you don't ſure: Who am I, pray? 
you cant, when I bid you. Surely you 
knaw not who tis you ſpeak to : you ſhall 
do't, or I'll know why you ſhall not. 

Tra, f. 1 wo'n't marry. 

Tru. p. Geb you out o' my fight : come 
within my doors no more ; not within my 
doors, Sir. 

Bla. Take heed, M Trumen,what you do. 

Tru, f. 1wo'n't marry. 

Luc. Pray heat me all. - 

Bla. Come, M Truman, let's talk of theſe 
things within : come, Gentlemen. 

114. Hei-bo ! I'll nc'er truſt a wart o 
the right check and a twinkling eye again 
whilſt I breathe, for Miſtreſs Lucid's fake. 
A man would think, that ſees her that buttet 
would not ha melted in her mouth. Take 
heed, T atythe 3 the ſlill Sow eats up all the 
draft, I (ce. ; 

Tru. p. I'll never acknowledge him for 
my ſon again: I tell you, Captain, he's al- 
ways thus 3 he's always with his may-be's 
and his wo nots : I can't abide theſe wo'- 
nots, not abide um. 
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Pun. III follow him about the 
ſha' not think to make an Aſdr 
Deg. Now my plot works. 
Extunt omne prater Tg. & Lucie. 


rtion ; he 
of me. 


Act. 3. Scæn. 9. 


Termen fil. Lucie weeping. 


Tru. How precious were thofe tears, if 
they were true ones 
How much more worth then all the Oceans 
Jewels ! 
But they are ongely falſe and empty bubbles 
Fair to the *. 42 hollow as her heart : 
There's nothing, \uothing in um: be that 
weighs um, 
Shall finde um lighter then a mad mans 
dreams, 
Or womens reſolutions. 
Luc. I never did that fellow any wrong. 
Why ſhould he pay ſo dearly for the loſs 
Of my poor honour, as ro fell his ſoul for't? 
Tru, O ſhe confeſſes, now, ſh'has loft her 
honowr. 
Luce. They triumph in the ruine of us wo- 
men, 
And wooe our beauties onely , ot our dow- 
ries 3 
Which when they miſs of, they reſolve to 
take 
Revenge of their unworthineſs on us; 
Stealing away all that makes rich our dowry, 
And beauty fair , our Name. But tis no 
marter, 
Since heaven and Truman know my chaſtity, 
Ha ! he's bere fil!!! How do you, Sir ? 
Tru. Well, well. 
Luc. You look ill. 
Try, No, no, no. 
Luc. Indced yon do: your are not well, 
I m ſure. 
Tru. Tam, Will you be gone? 
Luc. How, Sir! You do nct know me, ſure. 
Tru, 1 would I never had. 
Luc. What do you mean ? 
Tru. To ſee thy face no more. 
Luc, You ſaid you could not live without 
the ſight on t. 


D I.. 
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Tru, It was 4 good one then. 

Lc. Has one day ſpoil'd it? 

Tru. O yes, more then an hundred yeers 

of time, 

Made as much more by a continual ſorrow, 
Could e er ha dane. 

Luc. I do not think my glaſs will ſay ſo. 

Tra. That's 
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A falſe as you, perhaps 3 bur tis not half 


So brittle. Dares your husband truſt me 


alone 
With you ſo long ? 
Lu, My husband? 
Tru. I cry you mercy 3 
'The man you ſin wichal. You ſcorn to uſe 
Pretences. 
Luc. Yes, I do, Sir : 
For ſhe that ſcorns th offence , needs no ex- 
cuſe 
Have you ſo little confidence in that 
Which youhave ſeem d to praile lv oft , my 
Verrucs ? 
O: did you flatter onely ? Sure you did not: 
For I remember I have beard you ſwear 
You ſpoke 755 thoughts. Are Oathes but 
complements ? 
"Tis done uakindly, very unkindly,Trumas ; 
And were 't not your (elf, I hould be angry. 
Had a bright Angel come to me, and (aid 
T hat you were falſe, I ſhould have ſworn 
t had ly'd, 
And thought that rather falſe then you. Ne- 
t his 
Could ever move th' opinion of thy con- 
Rancy. ' 
But thine own ſelfzand thee I muſt believe. 
Tru And I'll believe my ſelf in what I ſaw. 
I know thou canſt ſpeak prentily 3 but thy 
words 
Are not what Nature meant um, thy mindes 
ictute. 
The Bee has left his honey in thy tongue, 
But in thy heart his ſting. 
Lur. O do not ſay ſo: 


My beart is boneſt {till , unleſs thou ſpoildit | 


it 
When it recciv'd thee in. T had but three 
corners. 
And thou bad two, at leaſt, Would thou 
couldſt ſee — 


How little room I've left my ſelf there in ir. 
Tru. Yes ; for tis crouded up with many 
gueits ; 
So many gueſts, that they excluded me: 
And now I freeze without ; but never more, 
Never will enter : 'rwas a Palace once, 
But now tis rurn'd a Dungeon. 
Luc Will you leave me ? 
I will nor call you fickle nor unconſtant ; 
Bur ſure you are too blame: you will not find 
A woman that will love you half ſo well, 
Tu. I do not mean to try. 
Luc, Yes, prithee do. 
But when y'bave talk d, and lov'd and vow d, 
and (worn 
A little while, take heed of uſing her 
As you do me, No, may your love to her 
Be ſuch as mine to you 3 it can't be better, 
What cer you think 3 Im ſute it canuor, 
Truman. 
May ſhe be worthier of your bed then T, 
And bring forth many little ſelves to you: 
And when the havpie courſe of divers yecrs 
Makes you ſcem old to all beſides your wife, 
May you in the fair glaſs ot your bleſt iffuc, 
See your own youth again But I would bave 
um 
True in their loves, and kill no innocent 
maids. 
For me it is no matter : when I'm dead, 
My buſie ſoul ſhall flutter ſtill about you 3 
] will not be elſe in heaven: it thall watch 
Over your ſleeps, and drive away all dreams 
That flie not with a ſoft and downy wing. 
If any\dangers threaten, it ſhall becken, 
And call your ſpirit away till they be paſt ; 
And be more diligent then your Guardian- 
Angel. 
Onely ſometimes , when your beſt leaſure 
ſerves, 


(For I'd not trouble you more dead then 
living) 
Beſtow ne — 5 on Lia, and then ſigh, 
And (if you will) drop down a tear or two. 
But that's a task I Il not enjoyn you to: 
And if you do t, ſpend not too many on me 3 
One will ſuthce : then onely ſay, I hat maid 
Deſerv d more of me, And again t your 
buſineſs. 


| For my wrongd vertue and forſaken truth, 
I ask 


I ask no more. Se, dear Falſt-man, farewel, 
ENI. 
Tx, Farewel > That word bas charms 
and. ꝓoiſons in ; 
It makes my frighred ſoul Rart back and 
tremble. 
"Tis but an acry word. D ye hear me, Lucta? 
Lr. (ubm) Who calls? 
Tru. Farewel, Lycie, farewel z thats all : 
faccwel 
Repent, and meet me in heavy a 
Woy did rah Nature quarrel with her (elf, 
In making one ſo exccllently bad ? 
She is more fair then May g new painted 
blotſfoms, __ 
But ſalſet then rhe ſmiles of faithleſs April : 
And ibis I know, and yet me thinks 1 love 
ber. 
O ſhe bas kiil'd my Reaſon: I have loſt 
That and my ſelf tor ever. Exit. 


Fins Adu tertii. 


Act. 4. Scæn. 1. 


Luctz ſola. 


Every thing now has left me; tears them- 
ſelves, 

The riches of my yery gricf, forſake me : 

Sorrow, mc thinks , thews nakedly without 
aum. 

My fighs are ſpent to0zand my wearied lungs 

Deuy me freih ſupplics : and I appear 

Like ſome dull melancholy rid. even, 

When after many a ſhowre the heay'ns till 
lowre, 

As if they threatned more z and the fled Sun 

Leaves nothing but a doubt ful bluth behinde 

him. 
And I could with my cternal night weic 
coming, 

Did I but know who tis that makes me wiſh 
it 

Elſe,w 


hen my ſoul is — for her flight, 
And knows not who it is 


ie mult forgive, 


— 


— 
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A thouſand light ſuſpicions will call 

Her charity ſeveral ways z and I may chance 

To doubt rhee, Taman. But thou art abus d: 

I know not whv 3 but ſute thou couldſt no 
do it. — 

I fear thee,coufin When we were both girls, 

Thou wouldft accuſe me falfely ro my Mi- 
ſtreſs. 

And laugh to fee my tears. I fear thee, eouſinz 


But I'll not judge too raſhly:for I would not 


| But Im reſolv'd ro ity 
| 


Have any innocent wrong d 25 I have been. 
her.She's now feeking 
= ping that all my fortunes now are hers) 
or a new maid t attend her. Thar maid 
I'll be 


| Cloathes 1 have gor already ; and my face 


Griet has diſguis d: that and my voice ſome 
art 

Will quickly alter. I have leſt a Note 

Upon my chamber-window , which will 


keep um 
From all ſuſpicion of my ſtaying here. 
Act. 4. Scan. 2. 
Cutter, Degrel, Pury, Luis. 


Cut. Hci | the Siſters are raviſhe, and we 
have holy kiſſes enough. I ſhall be as great 
among 'um 25- AVho's there? What, your, 
Spou C, Pary 2 Lg 

Dar. She looks like Niche on the moun- 


' tains top. 


| 


Cut. That Niobe, Dogrel, you have us d 


| worſe then Phxbuy did. Not a dog looks 


melancholy, but he's compar d to Niobe. He 


| bear 2 villanous Tapſter t other day, to make 


Lim look like Niobe. 

Pun, Why faith that 's pretty odde, like 
one o mme. 

Luc, O, Si-, had you the vertuous impu- 
dence to flandet a poor maid thus ? 

Pun. Poor enough now indeed. I will 
not marry thee : thy portion was a condition 
of the Contract I'll ſooner marry a woman 
that ſells Orenges with a face like Belins- 
gate. 

Luc. I (corn thee I contracted to thee? 

Pan. Wert not > Anſwer. 


D 2 Lier. 


Luc, No, by heaven. | 

Pun. Brat witneſs , Gentlemen ; theſe 
words are Cc@daus benediFi to me, 

Cut. And what will you do now, fair 
Gimmer Lucie,you that contemn'd the Co- 
lonel ? Will you — for your living ? 

Dog. Oc elſe weed gardens for fix pence a 
day and bread. 

Luc, This is unbeard-of rudeneſs. 

Pan. . Nay let me ha mine roo ; I ba got 
a pat one for her, Or elſe turn Apple-wo- 
man, live in a ſtall, and ſell pippins for eight 
a peny. 

De. Or hither in triumph twixt two 

anniers ride, 
And fell the bouls of wheat and burter in 
Cheaphde. 
The laſt is a little too long: but I imitate 
Spencer, 
Cut, What think ye, Gentlemen? ſhe'll 
make a pretty Landreſs. 
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Pan, A Landreſs ? hang her, ſhe looks 
like a foul handkercher. 

Luc. Pray let me go 3 I ha' bulineſs res 
quires me. | 

Cut. What ? you're to meet ſome Gen- 
tlemen? Howis't? twelve pence a time, I 
warrant, in theſe cloathes. 

Dog. Where do you ſet up ? Nay, we ate 


true ſtrikers. What, is't in Covent-garden ? | 
Cut, Or do you renew the decay d credit | 


of Turnbal-ſtreer ? 


Cur. A pretty Scene i faith. Now for the 
Captain ; he'll entertain us like forcaign 
Princes: we'll drink this half-yeer with 
him. before we eat or a 

Pun, I'll drink like G- Mage himſelſ, ot 
the Spaniſh Tinker on a boly-day. 

Dog. There will I whet my Lyrick Muſe 

With Falern wineas I do uſe, 
Captain Ba cannot refuſe 

To entertain us z he cannot chuſe, 
When we bring bim ſuch good news, 
As that his neece is gone to the ſlews. 

Cut. Leave your verſes, Derel. I hate your 
verſes, Dogrel, till I be drunk. Tis a glori- 
ous Captain. 

Dog. As free as Free-town in Germany. 


Here comes Jerome. 
Act. 4. Scæn. 3. 
Cutter, Puny, L ogrel, B.ade. 


Bla. The ſtory ſays my neece is run away. 
The ſtory is not bad. Now will I get the 
widow, turn off my old taſcally companions, 
and live like au Empetour. 

Cut, He ſays he will live like an Empe- 
rour 3 ha, ha, ha, brave Captain. 

Pan Invincible Captain Priam. 

Omn. Hei brave Captain 

Bla What do you mean, Gentlemen? 


Pun. Or honour the Mill-bank at Weit- | Are ye broke looſe from Bedlam ? Ha you 


minſter. 


no other place to play your tricks in, but at 


5 Det. Or flee to Wapping, and engroſs the | my door ? If you come here as Mummers, 
1 Sailors, | much may be done ; haply you may have 


Cut. Or Moor-ficlds, and (cll cakes. vc e: ot elſe a 
\ Luc, Arcall barbarous here ? ; | __— * a 3 
; Het Nay tell's ; we ſhall be cuſtomers, | oma. Why bow now, Captain! 
N Pun, Enough, enough 3 give her a clap | Bla. It you be not gonc immediately, III 
o the breech, and let her go | ha' my men (witch you further off --Here are 


0 Cut. Well, fare thee well, girl ; we ſhall 

finde you at the Play houſe i' the fix-peny- 
room ſometimes, j 

Deg. And d'ye hear, Lucie, Keep your 

ſelf wholeſome : your tub's a teri ible thing. 

Luc. Unwortby villains- - But Im born 


ſaucy knaves indeed with all m/ heart 
Offers to go out. 
Cur. By this light the Capt in's drunk 
without us. 
Pun. Prethee, Captain, thou art as hu- 
morous as a bell- rope. Doſt thou know me, 


to wrongs, man? I'm M. Pay. 
Apd nuiſt endure un. Exit, Blade. Y'are a fool, an addle egge : 
Omn. Ha, ha, ha. there's nothing elſe but cobwebs i your 


head 


Wiki 
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head : The height of all thy knowledge is 
to find out the quarter = == thy rents 
come in; and thou couldſt not finde out 
that, if twere not marke'd i'the Almanack 
with red letters. Yer you forſooth, becauſe 
you ſee ſome Gentlemen and Poets of late, 
a little extravagant ſomerimes in their bmi- 
lirudes ; becauſe they make a pretty kinde 
of ſound to thoſe that mark um not 3 make 
that your — of wit, and never ſpeak with- 


out compariſons. But never were compa- 


riſons ſo odious as thine are. And theſe two 
Rabbir-ſuckers', for a quart of wine extol 
thee, and cry good when thou ſpeake ſt 
ſ 


0. 

Pin, The Captains raging mad like a 
Baker when his oven is over heated. 

Bla. And that was one of um 

Cut. Come leave your humors, hang you, 
confound you, pox take you, Captain, we 
come to drink here. 

Ble. Mine's no blind Ale-bouſe , where 
you may roar and ſwagger with half a pipe of 
Tobacco in your mout 

Cut. Do you know me, Captain ? 

Bls. I would I never had. Thou art 
one that ſayeſt thou haſt ſeen the wars , but 
thou lieit baſely z for if thou ever waſt ina 
battle, i'm ſure thon winkeſt there, Thou 
art one that liv it like a Raven by provi- 
denceand rapine: one that if thou ſhouldit 
chance to go to bed ſober, thou wouldſt pur 
it down in thy Almanack for an unlucky 
day z flcep is not death's image with thee, 
unleſs thou beeſt dead-drunk. 

Dog. He dares not abuſe me thus. 

Cut. Ist even ſo, Captain? Has your 
money exalted you? 

Bla No, it has humbled me, and made 
me know niy ſelf and you, whom I thall 
ſtudy to forget hereaſter. 

Dog, Come, Captain , ſhall you and I 
drink hand to hand ? 

Bla. Oh, you're his Lanſprizado, Sirrah, 
Trundle 

Dog. Let not thy wrath ſwell like the A- 
drian Sea. 

Bla. I hou that troubleſt thy ſelf to be 2 
fool ; I will ſo bezt thee , Trundle, that 
thou ſhalt bobbje: like one of thy own 


ah 
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Rhyms. Therefore, if ever thou ſheweſt that 
Poetical face of thine within my doors a- 
gain , Ile uſe thee worſe then thou didit me, 
_ thou mad'it an Ode in commendation 
of me. 

Dog. Then break thine oaten reed 

Bla. Fare ye well Gentlemen. I ſhall ſee 
thee Cutter a brave Tapfter horrly ; it muſt 
be fo — * thou muſt like Bar- 
deolph i the play, the ſpiggot weild. Dagrel 
ſhall make 2nd fell ſal mphlers i'the — 
houſe, or elſe Tobacco, or elſe ſauffe Can - 
dles. As tor Puny, his means will ſerve him 
to be cheated of theſe five or fix yeers. 

as "Tis very well the times are ſo al- 
ter d. 

Bla. Ye cannot want s living Gentlemen, 
as long as there are Whores, Bowling-allies, 
or Ordinaries 3 eſpecially ſuch able men as 
you are. There will be wars too ſhortly 3 


never quake, Cutter ; here's Dogrel, when bis 


want has ſpun him out a1.crle thinner, will 
ſerve you for a pike. 

Cut, "Tis very well : pray God your 
mirth laſt. Captain. 

Bla. When you're grown old , and your 
fingers then only nimble with the palſie, III 
provide an Hoſpital for you. Srdes ub fare 
—— Fare ye well, Gallants 3 and pray 

merry : Fare ye well heartily. 

Exit. 

Cur. Poverty, the pox, an ill wife, 
and the Devil go with thee, Captain. 

Pun. I vexed him, when I put that jeſt up- 
on bim, like a Baker when bis oven's over- 
heared, 

Dag, If 1 don't compoſe a Satyre ſhall 
make him hang himſclt , may I never wtite 
ver le more 

Cur. I would beat bim like a Buck, bur 
I ſhall be bound to the peace for't, and 
be aFronted afterward by every one. 

Dog. No, no, no-tlet me ſee - Beſides my 
Saryre I have another way-let me ſee - Hi 
brother traſfiekt ar Guiny. 

Cur. Yes, but the Merchants there report 
him dead. 

Dog. The more knaves they : be lives, 
and I am he. 

cut. How ? How, Dogrel, thou the Mer- 
chant man Dog. 


— 
— — — 
- 


Cut. How, Degrel | Though thou be as 
thin and pcnetrable 25 « ſpii ir, yer thou canſt 
nat adume dead bodies. 

Pan Orcithee,Pogrth, hold thy peace ; thau 
talkeſt like a bogs fice. 

Dog. De. ide not Puy: if I be not more 
like aben any of your ſi militudes, I'll bc 
hang d for't, 

Cur. Thy face, indeed, will do excced ng 
well ro tepreſent one riſcn from the grave 

Dee — converſation with the C1 
ptain, I know all the paſſages berween hin: 
and his brother 3 know what his bamour, 
what his it ate and fortunes were, bettet then 
himſelf did when he lived. 

Cm. I, but thou 'It ne er act him. Why, 
man ,{be was a thing more ſtrange then any 
moniter in Africk where he travell d. 

Pun, What was he, prithce ? 

Dag. I knew him well enough $ he had 
loit his memory, and therefore either writ 
down every thing, and took his buſineſs with 
him in a ſcroll, orclſerraſted it to his man 
John, whom he carried with him. 

Cut, OT, chat and he went perpetu- 
ally together, like the blinde man and his 


Pun. Or 2 Tinker and his trull, But d'ye 
hear, gallants Tet me do apple-Jobn : never 
was ſuch a John as 1'll be, not John a Gaunt 
himſelt, nor John a Noack . 

Cur. But Dre“, how wilt thou be made 
like that Cingue-,mater ? 

Dy. Why we Poets can do any thing. 
Firſt you may remember (unleſs you be like 
bim) tis ſcven yeers ſince he went from 
bence ; and time, you know, will alter men. 
1 made an Ode upon that ſubject once: 
Time, that deft cut, and mik f} no Lene. 

Cur. Pox take your Ode 3 go on i your 
buſiacſs, Dogre!. 

Dag. Then I and my man John(28 fimply 
as he ſtands here) will ſwarthy over our 
faces as if the Countrey had made us ſo: for 
if you remember my verſes, In 4 fuck bey are 
black as coals - 

Cut. The devil's i' thy verſes. Prithee 


on. 
De. Befdes, weill be anir'd in ſom 


/ 


1 
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Dag. By this light, I eithet am, or will be. 


| Pun, O, are you thereabours ? Offers 


range babir of thoſe Countries: I know 
not bow 3 but you ſhall ſee 't in Speed, Maps. 

Cet. Why now I like thee, my little C0 
go about thy Meta morphofis. I», for Taby- 
the 3 the's taken, Cre, elted like virgins 
wax. I {| to her preſently, and tell her chat 
the vition appeared tomelaſt, and warn d 
ne to carry her to S. m has 3 there will I 
have a Prieſt. 

Dog. A Prieſt, Carter 9 

Curt. A Minifter, Icanz a holy, godly, 
zealous Miniftcr : and he Lou conceive 
me, Der- 

Dog, Well , let's be going then. Fry, 
tike beed of your wit hen you act Jobs : 1 
tall bear my ſetvant Joby, if he be witty. 

Pan. That's the devil ; I hall hardly ab- 
itain. 

Cur. And Dora, yon muſt make no 
rer ſes, De: ler that be rhe fi: ſt thing your 
memory tails you in. 

Pan. Well, III follow you in a pifling- 
while, 

Deg. Do ſo, good John. Exit Deg.Cvr: 

Pun. Now wil I turn John, as round as a 
Wedding-ring : and if that plot be cut oft 
by the noſe—-H2 ? Here comes ſenrentious 
Bias that walks gravely, I'll obſerve my 
young Lareman 


Act. 4. Scæn. 4. 


Pum, Truman filius. 
Tu. She's gone for ever. Peace be with 
thee, Laria, 

Where ever thou art, 

Pun, Now he begins his Epithala n ium. 

N.. It ſhe be guilty, f 
Forgive her,heav'n ; ſhe I repent, I'm ſure : 
For the is ſoft,and melring as the dew, 
That kiſſes ev'ry morn the nembling roſes ; 
And howſoc'er beauty and youth miſled her, 
She cannot be, I know, a ſtubborn haner. 

Pan. Did cver Basket-maker talk thus 
to himſelf tool ke a Conjarer in a garden ? 

Tru, Ha! This is he, that wicked man, 
That devil which berray'd her, 


10 ge one. 
Tru. 


* 


Tru. Nay fray, 
For wert thou arm'd with thunder and my 


anger , 
Yer I would bring thee back. Tell me what 
charms, . 

(For I will rip thy heart up but Ill know it) 
What witch-cratt didſt thou uſe t entice her 
thus ? 

Never deny't. 
handiame 

Then other mens, or thine own flattery 

Could ever make thee : haſt thou been 28 


For hadft thou been more 


beautiful, 

And couldſt have ſpoke as well as ſhe her 
ſelf, 

All this were nothing ; ſhe would look upon 
thee, 

Bar luſt nd more then thine own Angel | 
docs. | 

No, thou didſt uſe ſome c urſed art to rempr 
her 


* 
Some Philter - - 
Pun Not 1 by all . what d'ye mean pray, Sir? 
Tru. Why then you taviſht her, by Heav'n 
you taviſht ber: 
Alas, ſhe's weak and tender, very tender, 
And was not able to teſiſt that ſtrength 
Which youth and furious luſt did arm thee 
with. 
'Twasbaſcly done, above expreflion baſcly, 
And I would preſently revenge it fully, 
But that my ſword would take from the laws 
jullice, 
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And from thy ſhame. 
Pan. Lravich ber ? By this light I ſcorn'r. | 
Tru. You did enjoy het body ? Did you | 

not ? 

Pas. I did fo. | 
Tru. Lou did? I prichee do not ſay you | 
didſo; 

This is to brag of the vile act th'aſt done: 

But I ſhall ſpoi! your pride and ſhameful 


ory 
Which your baſc fin affords you. 
Pan. You bid me tell you the truth, what 
would you ha'me do? 
T.. Do? I would have thee fx th adul- 
terous eye | 
Upon the ground, which thy cunſcd feer 
| 


: 


Cilhonour 3 


. 


And bluſt more red then is the fin th'aft 
ated. | 

What would I have thee do? I'd bave thee 
weep, 

Shed as true tears as ſhe does for thy fault, 

And figh away thy body into air. 

What would ! have thee do? 1 d have rhce 
kill thy ſelt. 

And ſacrifice thy life to ber wrong d Soul. 

Canſt thou — 4 to do all this for her, 

For whom th aſt damn d thy felf? 


Pun We were comtacdted brit cer 1 en- 


joyed her. 
r*. Didſt thou enjoy her then ? How 

durſt thou do it ? 

Why ſhe was mine, I tell thee ſhe was mine 3 

All the Seas wealth ſhould not have bought 
her from me, 

While ſhe remain d as ſpotleſs as my love: 

And fo the did remain till thy ſin ſtain d ber. 

tell thee to that hour ſhe was more innocent 

Then thou, falſe man, vert in thy mothers 
womb, 

Didſt thou enjoy ber? Either ferch back 
that word, 

Say, nay Ii have thee ſwear thou didſt not 
roach her, 

Or by thoſe joyes which thou haſt rob'd me 


0; 
III kill thee trait. 

Pun. Siid 1 did not touch her. What 
would you ha* me lay ? would I were Jobs 
the Merchants man now. 

Tr. O Heavns! O moſt unheard of 

villany ! 

Th haſt done a crime fo great , that there is 
hardly 

Mercy enough in Heav'n to pardon thee. 


Tell me, (fot now I'll argue mildly with 
thee) 

Why ſhould you ſcek tf undo a harmleſs 
maid ? 


To rol her of her friend, her life perhaps, 

Im ſure her fame, which is much dcarer to 
her. 

"Twas an inhuman act ; an act ſo barbarous, 

That Nations unciviliz d would 2abhor it: 

I dare ſay boldly the nev'r injured you 3 

For ſhe was gentle as the breath of Zephy- 
rus. : 


And 


* 


And if ſhe e et did hut begin a thought 

Of wronging any man, ſhe would have 
wept 

Before the thought it 0.12, 

Pun. I had rather be a pickl'd-Oiſter, 
then i'this caſe I am in now. 

Tru, Is Lucia abus d? and I ſtand here 
T excpoſtulare with words her injuries? 
Draw, for I'll talk no more with thee. 

Pan. D'ye hear, Sir--dy Heaven I lay 
with her, but we were contracted firſt - will 
you be pleas d to heat me? 

Tru. No, be gue. 

Pan, Moſt willingly. Fare ye well hear- 
tily, Sir; I wiſh you a good night-cap. 

Exit. 
Try. The want of ſleep and diet has 
diſtempered me, 
It 1 ſtay thus I ſhall be quite diſtracted; 
Me thinks a kinde of ſtrangeneſs ſeixes me: 
And yet if I go home I ſhall be forc'd 
To marry with Aurelia. Is it poſlible 
There ſhould be women good, if Lucia be 
not ? 
They are not ſure : She lookt as well as any, 
And ſpoke as well too. 


Act. 4. Scæn. 5. 


T ruman pater, Truman filius, Blade. 


Tru. p. I tell you, Captain, he's a ſtub- 
born boy, a ſelf-will'd bair-brain d % 2 bc 
has his know-nors, and his wo'nots , And his 
may-be's, when I ſpeak. I have told him of 
his manner a hundred ti nes ; nay 4 may (ay 
4 thouſand. 

Bla. Pray take ny counſel for this once: 
though I be a ſouldjer , yer I love nat to do 
all things by force. Speak fairly to him. 

Tru. p. Speak fairly to my ſon ? Lil ſee 
him buried, Ill ſee his eyes our fitſt. 

BlLi, I mean, defire him. 


Tre. p. O, that's another matter. Well, | 
for your perſwaſion, I'll do it: but if ever | 


I ſpeak fair to him 


Ble. I know his nature's ſuch, that kind- 


neſs will ſooner win him Look you, he's 


here i faith, as melancholy as an owl i the 
: 4 


day- time. 


The Cuar dian. 


Tm. p. O, are you there, Jackſauce 

Bla. Nay, remember what I told you. 

Tru. p. Tis true indecd How now, ſon 
Dick t you're melancholy (till, I ſee. 

Tra, i. It beſt becomes my fortune, Sir, 
now you have caſt me off. 

Tu p. Icaſtthee off ? marry God for- 
bid, Dick, How doſt do, Dick? Thou loołſt 
ill, Dich, in troth thou doſt : I muſt have 
thee merry. 

Bla. I ſee all kindneſs is againſt this dotards 
nature, he does ſo over- ac it. 

Tra. p. Wilt thou have a Phyſitiin, Dick? 
Thou art my onely ſon, Dick, and I muſt 
have a care of thee : thou ſhouldſt ride a- 
broad ſometimes, Dick,and be merry, We'll 
ha a wife too for thee, Dick,a good wife, ha 

Tru. fil. I thank you, Sir ; but I know 
not a 
IW. p. I, now he's at his know-nots, I 
will make you leave thoſe know-nots, boy- 

Bla, Remember; M. T rumen, what I told 
you. 

Tra. p. "Tis true indeed. Your father's 
old now, Dick ,- you ſee, and word tain fee 
a grandchilde : tis out of love to you, Dick, 
chat I perſwade you to't ; you may be a com 
fort, Dick, to your father now, 

Tra. f. Youmay comm nd me. 

Tru. p. Well ſaid, Dick, I ſec thou loveſt 
me now, Dicks doſt thou want any money, 
Dick? or clonthes ? or horſes ? ** ug uld 
tell me what you want, you ſhall Rave any 
thing - -heies the Captain, a hearty friend of 
yours- -where's your Daughter, Captain? 
there's a wench, Dick! ha you ſeen her? 

T.. f. Yes, Sir. 

I. p. And how do you like her, D.c&? 
ſpeak freely. 

I.. I know ny cauſe why any ſhould 
diſlike her. 

Tru p. Why well ſaid, Dick; keep thee 
o' that minde ſtill, and God will bleſs thec. 

BIt. Your father means, Mr. Truman, I 
ſuppoſe, bow you like her for a wife. 

Iru. p. I can tell my own meaning my (elf 
I hope, I'm old enough I'm ſure. 

Tru. f. You wrong her much, I never ſhall 

deſetve het. 
Alas, I am 2 man ſo weak in all things, n 
0 


So loſt both to the world and to my ſelf; 
That if I lov da woman heartily, 

And woo'd her with all zcalous paſſions, 
And valu'd ber love bove all things elſe but 


Heaven 
Yer, when I thought upon my own unwor- 
chineſs 
I hould my el perſwade her not to marry 
vs. Well, Sir, if eſteem ber worth 
your choiſe, ſhe ſhall be yours. 


ay - Why what ſhould ay e bim, C 
tain? He eſteem ber ? Muſt he, forſooch, 
or 1 be Maſter pray ? Captain Blade, you 
make bim tov ſaucy with tuch talk z never 
tell me, Captain G t, 1 fay it makes him 
too 0 2 does it, it does i'faith ; 
mult he be his own Caryer ? Come no more 
words, III have you married preſently : 
i ſaich law, Captain, you make him too ſa 
* that you do, you do i' faith, Sir; I can't 

ide when ſons muſt come to eſteem, be 
eſteem her with a vengeance ? 

Tra.f, I defire time onely to conſider  - 

Tu. p. I, wby 1 cold you this 3 tis ſuch 2 
another wilful, hair-braind Coxcomb, he's 
always a conſidering, Captain Blade, I could 
never keep him from his conſidering 3 bur 1 
ſhall ſo confider-you--go get you in, Sir, 
I'll have it done when I pleaſe z get you in, 


— — 
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Sir, I'll f onhdering here 
— ne You 
Act. 4. Scæn. 6. 

Aurelia, Lucia diſguis d. 


Au». What did you ſay your name was ? 
Luc. Jane, forſcoch. | 
Aw. Well Gid, Jane; and as | told you, 

ane, you ſhall have fix pound a yeer, Jane, 


—  —  ——_— 


ing womans place, is 2 place requires 


ecrecy. 

Luc. I ſhall ill deſerve your favour elſe. 

Aw, Nay , I dare truſt thee , Jane , thou 
look ingenuouſly : didſt thou ever live az 
Court ? 

Luc. No forſooth. 


Aw. O, muſt learn the faſhions of 
the Court: I'm already contracted to one 
Mr. Fwy, though be little thinss of it; 


Take heed of f. „a, you ſee I 
truſt you. And when I'm married to bim 
I'll live at Court: He's 1 thing God 
knows, but I'll have bim knighted, and I 
like him the better for'r; A wiſe woman 
you know will make the be uſe of a fooliſh 
husband. You know bow to dreſs me, Jae, 
"the Court faſhicn ? | 

Luc. Yes forſooth. 

Aut. And you can lay me on a Fucus 
1 I ſhall quickly! 

Luc. y learn it. 

Aur. fp prin fed friend with me, 
or ſo , that I would be private withy you 
can ay i'the next toom, and ſee that no 
body come in, to int as ? 

Lac, I chall not be d in my duty. 

Aur. Well aid. And can you tell in pri- 
vate ſuch 2 Gentleman that you beard me 
ſpeak in commendation of him, and that I 

reamt of him laſt night? that will be in 
your way, Joe, ſuch men will be grateful. 
And ſay that I was longing t other day, for 
ſuch a jewel or ſuch a roy ? 
1 

L. I hope you ſhall not finde me want- 
ing in any ſer vice to you. 

Au. 1 beleeve thee , To morrow 
I'll reach thee more : I hall cead to you eve- 
ry day a leſſon, til I ſee you pet ſect in the ſei- 
ence : tis requiſite that you have a little of 
the Theory firſt. Go took our the pearle 


or your wages 3 and then my cloarhes will | chain in the Cabinet within 3 and ſtay till 


ſerve you with a lirtle alteration : There 22 


gown of my Coſens within will almoſt fir | 


come to yo EA lane. 
The wench 1 ſee is docile, and will learn 3 


you, you're much about her height, you but alas ſhe mult have time z ſhe has a lirtle 
ſhall ha" that too. I had a Cousin here was to much City breeding, 1 ſee, by Court'fies 
a fooliſh thing god wot, tis well I'm rid of | and forſoochs, 


ber and dye heat you muſt be very ſe- 
cret and faithful to your Miſtris 3 a wait- 


E 


ARa.4- 
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Act 4. Scæn. 7. 
Awelia, Blade 


Bla. How now ? all Alone, Awedia ? 
you're eating ſoap and aſhes here, I warrant 
you, without ſo much as ſaying grace for 
um. 

dur. I'd rather repent in aſhes, Sir , then 


cat um | 
8h. What would 2 think if 1 ſhould 
marry now this very day ? 

Ar, I ſhould think, bir, you'd repent to 
morrow for t. 

_ Bla, And the widow too. 

Aur The widow ? then you'll repent to 
night, Sir, I believe. : 

Ba. -1 woo'd her long ago, and now ſhe 
ces there's an eſtate faln to me, faith ſhe's 
content; and, to ſave charges, is willing to 
be married to day privatcly. 

Aw. But Ihope you ute not ſo, Sir : wby 
wc ſhall have all the Glenc'd Miniſters hum 
ming and hawing thrice.a week here 53 nota 
diſh o' meat but will be longer a bleſſing 
a — I ſhalh never hear my Virgi- 
nals w I play upon um, for; her Loghrer 
Tahytha's ſinging of Plalms. The fir it pions 
deed will be, to- baniſh Shrkyppear and BN. 
.Fobnfon out of the parlour, and to bring in 
their rooms Mar-prelare ,» and Pha, works. 
You'll ne er endure t, Sir You were wont 
to have a Sermon once 2 quarter at a good 
time 3; you (hall have ten a day now. 

Bla. Let me alonc-ro.dcal with um. If 
anyof her eating taking ti ihe (hew their ears 
bere, I will ſo uſe her tribe, that they ſhall 
free che Pope, and call me Antichriſt here- 
after: and che widow, I Il warrant you, I'll 
convert: I'll carry her to Plays, in ſtead of 
Lectutes: ſhe ſhall ſee ow — well as the 
dancing o the ropes, and the Puppet. play of 
Niners Bur bis nar my — 21 
have an husband too for you. 

Aut. I could wiſh you would keep him, 
Sir, if you have him; I know not what to 
do with him my ſelf, 

2. Come, tisa man you'll like, I'm 


— — — — 


: 


ſure ; I have heard you oſten commend him 
for bis part. 'Tis young M. Tun. 

Au”. Tramen, Sir? the melancholycroſe- 
arm d Genrleman that talis ro ttees and ti · 
vers as he goes by 'um ? We ſhould fit all day 
together * pi of man and wife, with 
our faces towards one another, aad never 
(peak Fl undertake, upon 
night he'll onely ſigh a little, cry Cine Fate, 
and then go ſleep. 

Bla. Never ear t. Come, thou ſhalt have 
him, girl: go quickly and dreſs your ſelf; 
we'll both be marrie&on-a day. The humor 
is good, and it ſaves charges: rheve's the wi- 
dows humour too. 

Aw. You'll give me leave, Sir- 

B'a. No, no, no; prithee go dreſs thy 
ſelf : by heaven it muſt be as 1;fay : the fates 
have ordain'd'ir, | 

Aur. Be pleus d to hear me, Sir. 

. I would not hear thee, though thou 
wert an Angel. I'm us reſolute as he that 
wrir the Reſalves. Come away, andadora 


thy (elf, Excunt. 
Act. 4. Scæn. 8. 
Ourrer,'Degrel, and Punydiſgnis'd. 


Pun. Me thinks! look now like a two-peny 
apple pye, I know no: how. 

Dog. J-bn, What's your name, John ? I 
have forgot your name, J»/ n 

Pun. Do you mean the name that was 
given me at the Font ? 

Dag. Font? Bont? I do not remember 
that Font. Let me (ce my icroll. (Ree . 
Thece's ne cr a ſuch town in Africa av Font. 
I do not reme uber Font. i 
Pn. Your memory, Sir, 's as ſhort as an 


Ephemerides, 


Dog, Did not I warm you, , of ſuch 
ſtrange hat- q ye- call ums? Here's for that 
word. (die.) I have forgor hat word 
'twas : for the word I mean. 

_ Pox take you, Dogrel, you ſtrike too 
hard. 

Cur. Thou'dita& well, I fee : we'll ha 
rhee to Golden-lane, and there thou ſhalt do 

"2 King, 


our Marriage-' 


XUM 


I'll jeer with him with my hands 


a King, or elſe fome God is thine own 
cloathes. 

Dog. When a dead man from Orcus 1 te- 
ttact 
Well ma you ſee that to the life I act. 

Van Day not I warn you o theſe what» 


d'ye-call-ums ? Faith we'll be even, Ma- 


r. t thes him. 

'Cur. Very well, John 3 thoſe be good Me- 
morandums for your Matter. 

Dog. I ſhould be angry with thee for it, 
but that 1 ha quite forgos it. 

Cur. Ler'; ice your toll. ( Reade) Me 
moraridum for my houſe l have a houſe in 
Fleerſtreer , with a garden to'r. My daugh- 
ter is call“ Lucie ; a handſome fair maid 


T he Gaudi. 


with red cheeks, black eyes, and brown hair, 
and a little dimple in het chin. My brother s | 
name (to whom 1 left the charge of my 
daughcer) 1s Blade. (A moſt excelient Note 
indeed.) What ha" we here? Memoran- 
dums concerning my eſtate. What, they're 
all of this ſtamp, are they not? Take heed, 
Degre!, the Captain's a ſhrewd fellow 3 he'll 
examine you more ſtricly then the Spanilb 
Inquiftion can. 

Dog. - Piſh, if he poſe me in any thing, my 
memory s weak, be knows 3 I b forgot it 
quite. 

Cut. And then your voice I ſear 3 and 
then | 

Dog. Pox-take vou, Carter 5 a Caſuiſt 


woald not finde ſo many ſcruples. 


Fun The devil's int, I ſhall never do 
this part 3 I know not how to {peak and not 
witty. * | 
++ Cut, Well, look to't, 1 z if «he | 
Captain finde you out, he Il abuſe you molt | 
ny . — 2 a 
Pun. The Captain abuſe me By this day, | 
bound be- 


hinde me. Come away, Maſter. 

Dog. I, Johagbur which way did we come ? 

Pan. Why this way, Maker. 

Deg. Then that way we muſt ga. Is not 
this niy houſe in Fleet treat. eL thought 
you had ſaid t had been in Plert ficeer, 

Pun. Yos, (0 tis, Sir. | 

Dog. Truly 1 thought you (aid ſo. Come 
away, John, Exc. 

Fin Alu quarti. 


— — 2 


Act. 5. Sexn. 1. 


Cutter, Fay. 


Cut. And the viſion told me, ſiſter Fay. 
tha. t hat this fame day, che twelfth of March, 
in thoyeet of grace 1641, at this fame holy 
place, by a holy man, we two, who are both 
holy veiſels, ſhould be joyned together in the 
boly band of Matrimony. 

Tab. My mother will be angry, I'm af- 
feard, 

Cut. Your mother will tejoyce. I would 
not for a world that you thould da is but that 
we were commanded fram abave 3 yea, 1 
may ſay commanded : for, to do things 
without a divine warrant, is like unto t 
r a fire without a bottom cake. 

Tab. I (God knows) that it is. 

Cut. Very well, üer. Now when my 
eyes were opened in the morning, I awoke : 
for it vas morning-tide, and my eyes, were 
opened ; and I looked into my pockets ; fer 
my breeches lay upon joyn d ſtovl nor far 
from the beds tide : and in my pockets, even 
made with leather, I looked { I fay) and 
found ; What did I Hande? marry a Licenſe 
written with ink and pen: Where did. ] 
finde it ? in no other =_ „but even in a 
godly Catechiſm which I bad wraps and 
olded up long-ways , even in that very 

ocket. 
ab. 1 wou'd my mother knew it. But III 


nat ceßſt, God willing. | 


Cut. There is a godly Teicher within, 
that never was defied with the Cap and 
Surplice, never wore that gambol call d the 
Huod ; even he ſhall joya our bands. Shall 
we enter, faſter ? 

Tab. Brother, I'll not refit. 


— — — — 


—_ —— 


— — 
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Act. 5. Scæn. 2. 
Num an filius, Awelie. 


Tm. And mult we marry then? 
Aw. It appears ſo by the tory. 


Or Lillies when I ſee um and paſs by. 
And 1 as ſoon ſhall deeply fall in love 
ich the freſh ſcarler of an Eaſterne cloud, 
$the red lips and check of any woman. 
I do confeſs, Aurelia, thou art fair 
And very lovely, and (I think) good na- 
tur d. 


Aur. Faith, Sir, I would not willingly be 


Tru. Why will you marry me? What is a man, if they he all like you. 


there in me 
That may deſerve your liking ? 1 ſhall be 


Tru. And prithee now, Aurelia, tell me 
truly, 


The moiſt ill-favour'd malancholy Bride- ' Are any women conſtant in their vowes ? 


| groom 
I hat ever took a melting maid t his bed: 
The taculties of m — all untun d, 
And every glory of my ſſ i uth 
Is turn'd God ihes 4 — princer, 
You cannot love me ſure. 
Aur. No by my troth, Sir, 
Tru. No, nor I you. Why ſhould we mar- 
then ? 
"FT were a meer folly,were it not Aurea 
Aur. Nay,ask our Parents why. Bur,Sir, 
they 1a 
"Tis the beſt marriage where like is joyned 
to like; 
Now we two are 2 very even match 
For neither I love, you nor — love me 
And 'tis ten to one gut we ſhall beget 
Children that will love neither of us. 
Tru. Nay, by my Soul 1 love you, but 
alas, 
Not in that way that husbands love their 
wives 5 
I cannot play, nor toy, nor kiſs, nor do 
F know not what : And yet I was a lover, 
As true a lover 
Aw. Alack a day, Sir. 
Tru. Tas then me-thoughe the greateſt 
happineſs 
To ſit and talk, and look upon my Mittrcis, 
Or (i the was not by) to think upon ber. 
Then every morning next to my devotion, 
And ſometimes too (forgive me Heav'n ) 
before it, a e 
She ſlipt into my fancy, and I took it 
As 2 » — — 8 
It was a pretty fooliſh kind of lite, 
An honeſt harmleſs vanity : But now 
| Fhe — face moves me no more then 
now ; 


Fi 


J 


Can they continue a whole week ? a month ? 
And never change their faith? O if they 
* be excell 
would be excellent things. Nay, ne'er 
diſſemble: N N 
Are not their luſts unruly, inſolent, 
And as commanding as their beanties are? 
Are their tears true and ſolid when they 
weep ? 
_ Sure, Mc. Tywnen, you ba'n't ſlept of 
ate 
If we be married to night, what will 
Youdo tor ſlecp? 
Tre. Why ? Donot married people uſe 
to ſleep ? 
Aar, Yes, yes. Alas good innocence ! 
Tru. They have a — time of 't if 


= do not ; 

But we'll not be as other people are, 

gs "= out ſome new hanſome way of 
ave, 

Some kind of way that few ſhall imitate, 

But all admire, For tis a ſordid thi 

That luſt ſhould dare t inſinuate it (elf 

Fase marriage- bed. We ll get no chil- 

ren, 

The worſt of men and women can do that. 

| Beſides too, if our iſſue ſhould be female, 

They would all learn to flatter and diſ- 
ſemble, | 

They'd all deceive with promiſes and vowes 

Some —— and then turn falſe and 
kill him. 

Would they not do't Aurelia? 

Aw. Our ſex is little bebolding to you, 
Sir 3 I would your mother were alive to 
bear you. But pray, Mr. Truman, what (hall 


we do when we are married ? 
Ion. 


* 


XUM 


Tru. Why we'll live leving]ly together: 
Sometimes we'll fir and talk of excellent 


things, 
Andlauge at all the nonſence of the world : 
Somtimes we'll walk together into the fields: 
Sometimes we'll pray and read, and ſome- 
times eat. 
And 3 ſleep 3 and then at laſt we 1] 
ie, 
And go to heav n together, T will be dainty 
Aw. We may do this, me thinks, and ne- 
ver marry for the buineſs. 
Tra. Tistrue, we might do ſo : 
Bur ſince our parents are reſoly'd upon t, 
In ſuch a trifle let um have their humour. 
My father ſent me here to complement, 
And keep a prating here, and play tho fool : 
I cann-t do't. What ſhould 1 do, Awelis ? 
What do they uſe to ſay ? 
Aur. Sure, Sir, you knew, when you were 
a ſuitot to my couſin Lacie. 


Tru. I, but thoſe days are paſt and I have | 


now 
Forgot what manner of man a lover is : 
I was one then, I'm ſure on't. O that Lucia, 
That Lacie was ſo wonderful a creature 
T here was a cheek a lip, a noſe, an eye | 
Did you obſerve her eye, Aurelia? 
Aw. Yes, yes, Sir, you were wont to fit 
all day, 
And look upon the pretty babies in ir. 
Tru It was as glorious as the eye of heav'n, 
Like the ſouls eye, diſpers'd through ev r 
thing. 
And cen der hands ! her hands of liquid 
vory ! 
Did ſhe but touch her Lute ( the pleaſing'ſt 
harmony 
Then upon earth, when ſhe ber ſelf was ſi- 


lear Þ* 

The cabal, motion of her pos fingers 
Taught Mußick a new art, To take the fight 
As well as th car. 

Aur. 1, 1, Sir, y'had beſt go look her out, 
and marry her. 

Tru. Nay prithee be not angry, good Au- 

relia 3 

I do not ſay ſhe is more fair then thou art: 
Yer if I did - No, but I will not ſay fo : 
Onely I ſtrive to cherith the remembrance 
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Of one 1 lov'd fo well. And, now I think 


on t, 
I'll beg a favour of you : you'll laugh at me, 
I — when —— — — I'll 
beg it: 
Prithee be veil d as Lucie was of late 3 
Caſt ſuch a filken cloud upon thy beauty 
For this one day: l d fain marry you fo. 
"Tis an odde ſoolul humour, 1 confeſs : 
But love and grief may be allow'd ſome- 
times 
A little innocent folly. 
Aw. Well. I'll obey your humour 3 pray 
walk in there 
1'll onely dreſs — ſelf, and wair upon you. 
Tru. And we'll be married very privately, 
None but our ſelves, it will be belt Aue. 
Exit. 
Ar. Why here's a husband for a wen 
of clouts! May I never laugh again, if his 


company has not made me duller then Ale 
and buticc d cakes wou'd ba done, Iwart 
him d the old wen muſt excuſe me. I 
ſooner chuſe a fellow that lies bederid , and 
can do nothing a-nighrs bur cough, Well, if 
1 don't reach um what tis to force a wench 
that has wit, may my husband beat me when 
| have one, and I fit hill and cry. I like 
this very well - It ſhall be ſo. 1ene, come hi- 
ther, lane. ” 


Act. 5. Scan. 3. 


Aurelia, Luce. 


Aw. O [ane that's well ; little think you 
what good's towards you ; tis that you have 
wiſhe for, 1 dare ſay, th ſe five yeers „ 2 good 
handſome busbaml. What think you of 
young Lumas? _ 

Luc, 1 think every thing 
That makes a man compleat , and his wite 

happie, 

The richeſt glories of 2 minde and body, 
And their not ill companion, Fortune too, 
Are reconcil'd and married all in him : 
And 1 commend the wiſdom of your ſtars, 
That joyn you two togerher, 

Aw, Nay faich — ſhalt e en have _ 
ay 


thy ſelf for bettet or worſe. He's too han- 
ſome indeed, unleſs he could make bettei 
uſe of his beauty; for by my troth, wench, 
Fm afraid thou'lt finde thy pillow as good 
a bed-fcllow. 

Luc. I pray do not mock your ſervant. 

Aw. Thou ſhalt fee, Jaw, I do not; 
come in, wench, and I'll tell thee all my 
plots Exeurt 


Act. 5. Sgæn. 4. 
Blade, S ervant. 


Ble. Well, Sir, is the Cook doing accor- 
ding tomy directions ? | 

gew. Yes, Sir, he's very hard at his buſi- 
neſs i the kitchin : h has been a (wearing 
and cut ſing at the ſcullions at leaſt this hour, 
Sir. 

Bla. Tis ſuch an over-waſtcd Coxcombz 
an other wedding dinner would make him a 
S. Lawerre : bid him be ſuie the Veniſon be 
well ſcaſon'd 

Serv. Troth, Sir, I date not ſpeak to him 
now,unleſs I put on the armor in the hall: be 
had like to have ſpitted me net to a gooſe, 
for ſaying that he look d like an ox that was 
roaſted whole at S. Jane i fayre. 

Bla. You have invited a'l the gueſts to 
dinner you talk d of ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. 

Bla, And the widdows round-herded kin- 
dred ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir, Y 
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8/s. They'| come i'theit garded perticoats, | 


will they not? You ſhould have bid um eat 
no portige at home, to ſeem more mannetly 
here at dinner. The widdow will be angry 
at their charges, but Il pleaſe her at night. 
Go bid the Butler look to his plate, and not 
be drunk till he ſees it all in again. Whoſe 
at the door there ? 


Act. 5 Scæn. 5. 


Blade, Dag el, and Puny diſguird. 


* 


Serv. Faith, Sir, you know 28 well as 1 ; 
ſome charitable beaſt come to bedreſt bere- 
Shall I call che Cook, Sir ? 

Dag. Why this is my houſe bere , Jobs : 
ha! ha! litzle thought I to have ſeen my 
bouſe in Flee ſticet again. Where's wy 
brother Blade ? 

Blu, They call me Captain Blade. 

Drg. Is this he John? Let mOſee (reads) 
A proper burly man, with a whiccib beard, 
a quick eye, and a noſe inclining to ted, tis 
true Save you good brother, you did not cx- 
pet me here z did you brother ? Stay let 
me ſee how many yeers ago is t ance we cn 
from home ? 

Pan. is now jult ſeven, Sir. 

Dag. Seven! me thinks I was herc but 
yeſterday : How the what-d'yc-call-'um 
runs? What do ye call it? 

Pun. Time, Sir. 

Dog. I, I, Time. What was't I was ſay- 
ing? O, I was telling you brother, that 1 
had quite forgot you: was I not telling him 
ſo John ? 

. By my troth, Sir, we are both quits 
then ; for I have forgot you too. Why, you 
were dead five yeers ago. 

Neg. Was I ſo? I ha' quite forgot it. 
Jobn, was I dead five yeersago * My memo. 
ry failes me very much of late 

Pan, We were worle then dead I'm ſure ; 


wie were taken by a barbarous kind of Nati- 


on, and there made flaves theſe five ycers. 
_ quoth he. I was poor John incecd : 

m ſure they fed us three whole yeers with 
nothing but Acorns and water: we lookt 
like wicker-bortlcs. 

De. How, Sirrah ? Did your Maſter 
look like a wicked boat-man ? ( firikes lum) 
Nay I remember what you ſaid we lockt 
like Did we look like what-d'ye-call- 
ums ? 

B's. Where did they take you priſoners ? 

Dog. Nay ask Jobn, he can tell you 1 
warrant you, *T was in---tcll him, lotn, 
where it was. 

Pun, In Guiny, Sir. 

Ble. By what Country-men were you 
taken ? 

Deg. Why they wert call d- -I know not 


what 


11444 


name z but leb can tell you. 

Pun. 'Slife, who I. Sir ? d'ye think I can 
remember all things? 

Dog. Tis in my book here; I remember 
well rhe name of any Country under the 
Sun. 

Pon. I know their names, Sit, well enough; 
but lonely tri d my Maſters memory. T hey 
're call'd Tarrarians 

on. How ſay you ? what were they? 

Pun, Tairarnans, Sir. 

Dag. I, I, cheſe were the men 

Bu How, John | why all the world, man, 
lies between um: they live up i the North. 

Pun, The North? 

Bla. I, the very North, John. 

Pun. | T bat's true indecd: but theſe were 
anothcr nation of the Tartarians that liv'd 


us. 

. Well, bow eſcap' d you, John, at laſt ? 

Pun, Why faith, Sir, to tell you the truth, 
for I love not to tell a lye, the Kings daugh- 
ter fell in love with me, and for my fake 
there ſer us free. My maſter has it all in bis 
book z tis a fine ſtory, 

Bla. Strange! In what ſhip did you come 
back ? 

Dog, What ſhip ? why 'twas call'd--2 
thing that ſwims - How d ye calbic ? 

Ble. What ? the Mermaid ? 

Dog. No, no, no, let me fee - 

De. What ? was't the Triton? 

No, no- it ſwims, I tell you, 

Bla. The Dolphin? 

Dog. No, no- I have forgot what was 

Bla. What ſay you, Jobn ? 

Ps. (Pox take him.) I, Sir? O God, 
my Maiter, Sir, can tell as well as I, 

Ble. He ſays be has forgot. 

Pun. Tis his pleaſure to ſay ſo, Sir : he 
may what he-plcaſes. (A plague upon 
him.) You cant conceive the miſery we have 
paſt, Sir 

Bia. Well, brother, I'll make bold to ask 
one queſtion more of youu. Where did you 
leave your Will when you went away? 

Pun. 'Slife, now he's pos d again. 

Dog. I'll tell you preſently, — let 
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"what they call'd um twas an odde kinde of | 


N 


me ſee. ¶ Read. Memorandum for my 


Will: Left to my brother Blade the whole 
charge of my eſtate . hum . What did you ask 
me brother ? ' 

Ae. In what place you leſt your Will? 

| De I, that was it indeed ; you're i” the 
yh ; twas the — thing you askt me and 
yer ſee how quickly I forgot it. My memo- 
ry s ſhort, alas, God help me. 

Bla. This is no anſwer to my queſtion, 
yer. 

Dog. Tis true indeed. What was your 
jueſtion , pray ? 
B/a. Where you left your Will. 

Der. Good lord | 1 had forgot you askt 
methis z I had forgot, i faithlaw, that I had: 
you || parden my infirmiry, I hope, brothers 
for alas—alas—I ba forgot what I was going 
to lay to you bur I was a ſaying ſomthing, 
I am ſure, 

Par. Did not you know us, Will? prithee 
rell's true. 

Sev. No, by this light : why, you're 
grown as blick as the chimney-ſtock. 

Pur. I hat's the nature of the-Cou 
where we liv'd. O the ſtories that I ſha!l te 
you | And how does Nel, and little b>any 
Bf ? are they as merry grigs as cer they 
were ? 

Serv. No; Be,, poor wench,is married 
toa Chandler 3; burſhe's true blue ſill, as 
right as — leg, I'll warrant you. 

Dag. What ist, tes ? what was I going 
to lay, lobn, to my brother ? 

Pwr. I know not, Sir 3 was t not about 
your daughter? 

Dog. I, I, my daughter--What d'ye call 
her ? 

Pun. Lucia, Sir. 

Dog. "Tis true indeed 3 my daughter Lu- 
cis, brother, 

Bla. Pray walk into the parlour; I'll come 
to — preſently, and tell you all. 

0g. Well, lobn, put me in minde o my 
daughter Luczz. (A plague o your Tarta. 
tan) 

Pun, (Ando your wWhat- I ye- call ums.) 

Dog. ('Slite, Tartarians.) E xevnt 

' Log. Pun. 
Blg. If theſe be rogues, they are as impu- 
dent as Mountebanks and — : andif I 
bnde 


% 


finde um to be rogues, (as I ſee nothing yer 
to the contrary) how I will exciciſe my 
rogues ! The tyranny of a new Beadle over 
a beggac, ſhall be nothing to mine. Come 
hither, Wil, what think you of theſe two 
fellows ? 

Serv. "Faith, Sir, I know not : but it you 
think it be not my old Maſter , Il beat um 
worſe then the T artarians did. 

Bu. No, no, let's try um firſt. Thou 
waſt wont to be a very precious knave, and a 
great ater too, a very RS. Didſt not 
thou once act the Clown in Mud 

Serv. No, Sir ; but I plaid the Bear there. 

Bla. The Bear ? why that's a good part; 
th'art an actet then, III warrant thee. The 
Bear's a well-pen'd part. And you remem- 
ber my brothers humour, don't you? They 
have almoſt hit ir. 

Serv. Yes, Sir, L know the ſhortneſs of 
my Maſters memoryzbe would forget ſome- 
times to pay me my wages till be was put in 


e ont. 
Ble, Well aid. I II dreſs thee within in 
his own chamber 3 and all the ſcrvants ſhall 
acknowledge you. But who ſhall do truſty 


? 
m_ O, Rahb the Butler, te an 


old actot, Sir, h bas plaid a King beTays. 1 
haye heard him ſpeak a Play ex rempore in the 
Buttry, Sir. 

Blas. O Ralph, excellent Ralyb, incompa- 
rable Ra pb, Rab againk the world ! Come 
away, Wilkam ; III give you inſttuctions 
within. It muſt be done in the twinkling of 
an eye. E reunt. 


Act. 5. Scan. 6. 


Cutter, Tabytha, Boy. 


Cut. Now, Miltre(s Tab, tha Cutter, let me 
kiſs thee. 

Tab. Pray God my mother be not angry. 

Cut, Thinknoto'r other, 231 


tell thee, Sponſe, thou | a mother thy 
ſelt, within theſe nine 
Come to m bed, my dear 
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For the pleaſant pain 
| And iheloſs _— 0 
Is the loſs of maidenhead. 
Tab. Is that a Pſalm , brother busband, 
| that you ling ? 
Cut, No, no, a ſhort ejaculatory. Sirt al. 
| boy, are the things within that I ſpoke ſo; 7 
y. Yes, Sir. ' 
Cut, Go ferch um in, E x11 Boy, 
Come, Tabynba, let's be merry: Canſt thou 
ling a catch, vench? O well ſaid, Boy! 
E nter boy with 4 hat and « 
feather, 4 broad band, « 


come to my bed : 


| * 


ſword ts Rel, e « periwig. 
Tab What do you mean, dx 3 
band? 

I hope you'll not turn roarer. 

Cut. What ? do theſe cloathes beſit Quecn 
T ahjtha s husband ? this hat with a chimny- 
crown, 2nd brims no broader then a mode. 
rate hat-band f Give me the Periwig , boy. 
What f ſhall Empreſs Tabyuba's husband go 
as it his head were ſcalded ? or with the ſeam 
of 2 ſhirt for a band ? Shall I walk without 
a ſword, and nt dare to quarrel i the ſtr. ers, 
and thruſt men from the wall ? Will the 
Fidlers be here preſently, boy ? 

Boy. Yes, Sir. 

Tad. Piſh, I can't abide theſe doings. Are 
— mad ? O lord ! what will my mother 

y ? There ſhall come no Fidlers here. 

Cur. Be peaceable , gentle Tatyths 3. they 
will not bring the Organs with um. I ay 
be peaceable; e vifionbid me do thus Wil: 
thou reſiſt the viſion ? 

Ta. An' theſe be your viſio-s- Little 
did I think 'rwere Is this your religion and 

raying ? Which of all the Prophets wore 
uch a map about his head, or (ſuch a ſheer 
about his neck? What ſhall I do ? 1 am 
undone. 

Curt, What ſhalt thou do? Why, thou 
ſhalr dance, and ſing, and drink, and laugh ; 
thou ſhalt go with thy breits open, and thy 
hair braided ; thou ſhalt put hne black ſtars 
upon my face, and have great bobs for rhy 
cars. Nay, if thou doſt begin to look ruſti- 
ly,I'll bave thee paint thy face like the whore 


of B bylon. 
Tel. G that ever I was born to ſee this day! 
Cur" 


Cut. What ? doſt thou weep, Queen Dids ? 
Thou ſhale have Sack to drive away thy ſor- 
row, Come hither, boy, ferch me a quart of 
Canary. (Exit boy.) I bou ſhalt ſee I Il be 
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Tarantula: bur firſt well haven bealth te 


m Tabyths. 
Tb, I begin't my ſelf. Here, Duck, 
here 8; to all that love us. 


2 loving husband to wor N be viſion, I. 

he, bid me give you drink : we muſt obey 

x ord Tag, Tatyths : Cry on your 
wedding-day ? tis ominous, 

Come to my bed, my dear; 
Come to my bed : 


For the pleaſant pain - - Emer boy 


with wine, 
O art thou come, boy Well ſaid, Ell a 
brimmet ; nay fuller yet, yet a little fuller, 
So. Here's to the Lady Spcuſe j to our good 
ſport to night. 
Tab. Drink it your ſelf, if you will; 1'1/ 
not touch it. 
c. By this hand, thou ſhalt pledge me, 
ſeeing the viſion aid ſo. Drink, or I'll take 
z Coach and carry thee to a Play immedi. 


ately. 

1.5 I can't abide - ( She drinks.) 

Cur. Why, his will clear thy heart, wench : 
_ — an Oe wench, ate both com- 

able things. Have at you again. 

Tab. [ll pledge = no more. not I. 

Cur. Here, take this glaſs, and take it off | 
too, or elſe I'll (wear an hundred cathes in 
a breathing=ti Here - 

Tab. Well, you're the et man - 

Cut. Why this is right now. Nay of with 
it. Ss, But the viſion ſaid that whatſoever 
we left of this fame wine, would turn to 
poiſon ſtraighe. There, bere's to you, La- 


the, once again: tis the viſions will. 

Te. What > muſt I drink again, then? 
Well, I'll not refit. You're ſuch another 
brother-husband, ( Drin.) There's a 
whole one now = 

Come to my 78 dear; 
Come to my bed - 
How was't * Twasa oy one. 
Cut. Odivine Tay: 


Cut. A health, you eternal ſcrapers ſound 
a health. Bravely done, Tat har bat think 
thou now o thy mother 
Tab. A fig for my mother ; I'll be 2 
morher my (elt. Come, Duckling, ſhall we 
go home ? 
Cut. Go home ? the Bride and the Bride- 
room go ? We'll dance home. Afore us, 
vr} that way, and be hang d. S0 O 
brave Queen T bythe *! ng * 
To On, you rogues £9 cut 
_ dancing, with the majich "wa. 


Act. 5. Scan. 7 


Blade, Dogrel, Pom. 


Dog. I muſt not be ſob d off thus about 
my daughter: I rem ember not your excuſe; 
but Iobn can tell well I warrant you. 

Bla. I have told you the plain truth: you'll 
not be angry, ] hope, 

Deg. I ſhall have cauſe to be angry, 1 fear; 
Did not I leave her to his charge, lobn / 
Brother, I tell you | 

Bla. >» — ca. -0-9- 

Der. I know you put me our, that he 
forget what I ſaid notes before ? — 
lotn : 1'll be as cunning as you're crafty 1 
remember, Jobn. How now ? what 's the 
matter ? Enter ſervants. 

Serv. Ho, my old Maſter's come ; he's 
vas Ts — the cout with his — Jobs : 
he's 281 r you be to ſee you: 
Maſter, — old Maſter. 8 * 
B. This fcllow's mad. 

Serv, If wo at believe me, go in and 


ſee, Sir : he's not ſo much alter d, Fut you'll 
Hexe come the 1 I knew bim as ſoon as 1 


Fidlers too. Strike up, you rogues, 
Tab What ? muſt we dancenow is not 
that the faſhion ? I could have danc'd the 


aw him. Pray, Sir, go in. E xexwr Blade 
Bla. Why this is ſtrange. and ſervers. 
Pun. If this be true, what courſe ſhall we 


Coranto when I was a girl. The Coranto's | rake, Dare ? I begin to ſhake like 2 plum- 
7 4 


a curious d ..x& r 
Cat. Well dance out the diſcaſe of the 


ree-leaf. 
Deg. We'll (hift ſome way or other, I war 


rant you. F Pan 
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Pun. How, Deve! prithee how ? 

Dog. Let the worlt come, we can be but 
whipr, or burnt in the hand, ac the moſt. 

Pan. Ho, ont beſt way will be to hang our 
ſclyes---"Slife, bere's Jobn. 


Act. 5. Scæn 2. 


Dagrel, Pum, John, wo or three ſervants. 


1 Serv, Give me thy hand i'faith, boy: ist 
poſſible that thou ſliouldſt be alive ſill ? 

2 Serv. Ha rogue l art thou come i faith? 
I have a pottle of Sack to welcome thee. 

3 5e uv. Why you'll not look upon your 

oor friends, J.. Give me thy golls, Jahn. 
How haſt thou done this great while? 

Joho. I thank you all heartily for your loveʒ 
thank you with all my heart-law. What? my 
old bed-fellow Kobin ? how dot do? when 
ſhall we ſteal Apricocks ag in ? d ye remem- 
ber, Robin? © 

2 Serv. A murrain take you you ll never 
forget your roguery. 
un, A mur rain take you all : this was 
your plot. and be er) | Would I were 
Paus the Wit again 
0 Dee. Accurſed Fate--- 


3 Servi Come, Jobn, let's go tothe Buitry, 


and be mecry : Ralph longs to ſee you, I'm 


> That Kalp's as honett a fellow, 
though I ſay t my ſelf ; I love him with all 
my heart-law, that I do ; and there's no love 
loſt, I dare ſay for him. 

8 Serv. Come, my maſters, will you go 
in? III prevail with the Cook for a lice or 
two of Beef; and we'll have a cup of Stings, 
the beſt in the cctlar. 

Jcbn, Well ſaid, ſteel to the back ſtill;thar 
was your word, you know. My maſter s com- 
ing in: go. I'll follow you ſtraight. 

Serv. Make naſte, good Jobs, for I can't 
av. Een Servants. 
= Jobn, Here's a company oi as honeſt fecl- 
lows a sa ma would wiſh to live i the houſe 

withal ; all, no man excepred 
Dy. Would 1 were out of the houſe, as 


ſure. 
ohn. And how docs Ralph good honeit 
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honeſt as they are. Here they come, J ola. 
Pan. Jobn, quoth he, with a pox. 


Act. 5. 


Dogrel, Pam, John, Blade, & lam. 


Scæn. 9. 


Bly. Me thinks you're not return d, Sir, 
But born to us anew, and I could wiſh 
My tongue were not more niggardly then 

my heart 
In 138 a welcom, 

Will TI hank you good brother, Truly we 
ha paſt through many dangers 3 my man 
ſhall tell you all, I'm old and craſy, and 
forget theſe things. (Enter Widew. 

ble Pox on't, the Widow's come already; 
keep um here J, till I come back, O are 

here ſweet- heart? 

Wid. Who have you yonder, I pray ? 

Bla. O you ſhould not ha ſeen um yer, 
they ate Makers. 

VVid. Not vagtant players, I — ? 

Bla, No, no, they can onely rumble, and 
dance upon the rope, you ſhall ſet um aſter 
dinner. Let sa (weer-heart, the Parſon 
ſtays for us, he has blown bis fingers this 
hour, E zeunt BA and the Widow. 

Dog. Im glad the Captain s gone, now 
will I (ncak away, like one that has folen a 
lilver - ſpoone. 

Pun, III be your man and follow you. 

Wil. Whoare theſe ? By your leave, 
Sir z would you ſpeak with any here? 

Der The Captain, Sir. But I'll rake 
ſome other time to wait on him, my occaſi- 
ons call me now. 

Wil. Nay, pray, Sir, lay. Whom did 
you ſay you would ſpeak withall ? 

Deg. The Captain, Sir. But another 
time will ſerve. I ha ſome haſte of buſi- 
neſs. 

14. Whom would be ſpeak with, oba? 
I forget fill, 

Job. The Caprain Sir, 

4 Captain f What Captain Sir ? 

Dag. Your brother 1 1 he is, 

Will. "Ti; eruc indeed, had forgot that 
my brother was a Captain, I cry you mere 

© 
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Englidi- man, Sir ? 
og. Yes, Sir, 
WH. Where were you born I pray ? 
Deg. In London, Sir. 
vou 
la London? y'aPt an Englih-man 
then I ſee, Sir. Would you have ſpoke with 
me Sir? 
Dog. No, wich your brother, but my buſi- 
neſs with him requires not haſte, and there- 
ſote 
Will. You're not in baſte you ſay ; pray 
fit down then: may 1 crave your name, Sir: 
Dog. My name's not worth your know- 
lede, Sir 3 but my mans name's ton. 
Pun. (If I be Jobn any more 11] be 
d) No my name's Linh, Six. 
Will. Mr. Timothy ? Very well, Sir. 
You ſcem to Be a T ravellor. 
Dag. We're newly come out of Affrick, 
and therefore have ſome bulineſs that te- 
ires us 
Will Of Aﬀiick? Law you there now. 
What Country pray ? 
Dag. Prefler Jess Country. 


well, Sir. now. 
| God forbid. What come 


from Prefter Jobn, and we not drink a cup cf 
Sack togerker ? 

Dog. (What ſhall I do?) Friend, hall 1 
* you to ſhe me where your houſe of 


Fare you 


alice is ? 

Will. You'll ſtay bere Mr.— what's your 
name, pray ? 

Pun. Tech, Sir. 

will Gods me, tis true indeed Mr. Jobs 


im. 
pu. I || only make water, and come to 


it « 
4 The door, Sir, is lockt 3 the Cap- 
tain bas lockt us all in- bere, if you H be 
pleas'd to ſtay, Sir, till he comes-. - 

Dog. (I'd as live ſtay to meet the Devil, 
or a Sar 

Pun. ea I were hid like maggot in 
apeſcod z we ſhall be abuſed I ſee, oh, oh, 


>) 
Job. What makes you quake ſo, Sir ? 


The Guardian, 
ey, Nr be I be berg preſently. Arc youan | 


I mutt leave 


liſt to make wmer: 'Tis nothing eiſe b 
this light g 

Wit. My brother would got have you 

gone it ſcems. Your names Mr. Jahn Ti- 
y, is ic 2 

Der. No, that's my mans name. 

Wit. O, your mans name 3 tis true, 
tis very true indeed, that's your man's name. 
You'll pardon me, Sir? 

Job. Pray, friend, do you know the great 
City call'd Aitervadil, where my aame-(ake 
Frefter- Jobn keeps his Cuurt ? 

Fus. Know't? I, very well ; I have liv'd 
there a great while, I have cauſe to knowꝰt. 

Job Ther's a brave Caſtle of three miley: 
long. 

Pun. I, and many ſtately building too. 

h. The noble nacus bouics ace all built 
of Marble. 

Fun. They make indeed a glorious ſhow, 
I ha' (cen um. 

Joh. It may beſo. Bur to my knowledg, 
friend, there is no ſuch City there. 

Pun. It may be the names arc alter d 
fince I was there. (Here's the Capeain, I'll 
ſncak behind the bangings.) 


Act 5. Scæn. 10. 


Dagrel, Pray, William, John, 
Blade, Videos. 


Bs. Tlike this Perſon well, h has made 
ſhort work on't, he had appointed (ure ſome 
meeting at an Ale-houſe. Welcome wife, 
welcome home now. But 1 ha two brethren 
which you muſt know, 

wid. Marry, Heav'ns foreſheild, Sir. 
Bla. Brethren in God ſwcet-heatt, no o- 
therwiſe, Come bicher Guiny brotberzwhat 
ſay you ? 

il This Gentleman, Brother , has 
ſtay d for you here ; pray uſe him kindly, 
he's a Traveller : where did you fay you 
travell d Sir? 

Bla. O yes: How do you, brother ? 
Dog. 1 your brother ? what d'yc mean? 
Bla. Why, are not you my brother Blade 


Pun, Nothing, onely I have an extteam 


that wa$ taken captive by the Tactars ? Ha 
F 2 Doe. 
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Deg. You're merrily diſpos'd, Sir: I your 
brother | I taken captive by the Tartars 
— ha, ha | I underſtand not your meaning, 

ir, 

Bla. What an impudent flave's this! Sit- 
rah monſter, didſt not thou come with thy 
man [obn ? 

Dag. -I, my man Jobn ? here's no ſuch 
fellow here, you ſce : how you're miſtaken, 
Sir | you mean ſome other man. This is the 
ſtrangeſt humour. 

BI. Sirrab, doſt thou ſee this fiſt ? doſt 
thou ſee this ſoot ? I'll wear theſe out upon 
thee - - 

Dog Hold, pray Sir, hold. I remember 
now indeed that I was Blade the Merchant; 
but I had quite forgot it. You muſt pardon 
me z. my memory's very weak. 

Bla. I like the humour. Burt I muſt know, 
Sic, who you are, now you ha leſt being my 
brother. | 

Dog. Who, I ? don't you know me ? I'm 
Dogrel the Poet, and Pm was my man John. 
Lord that you ſhould not know. me all this 
while l not know Poet Dagrel ! 

Why I inrended here this merry play, 
To ſolemnixe your nuptial- day. 

id. O thank you, M. Dogrel ; Can you 
dance upon the ropes, and tumble? Truely 
I never knew it before, not I. 

Bla, Where's that fool, Pam ? Is be ſlipt 
away ? 

Pun, (He was wiſe enough to do ſo, I'll 
warrant — 

Bla. I will beat him ſo, that he ſhall not 
finde a ſimilitude for himſelf. As for you, 
Dogrel , becauſe you came off pretty hand- 
ſomely, with the beſt at che laſt, like an Epi- 
gram, I may chance to pardon. you; but up- 
on this condition, that you make no Epitha- 
lamiums upon my matriage. 

Well ſaid, WiÞzbravely done, He pulls off 
Will: i faith thou ſhalt ha two bis mens 
laces more to thy Livery , for d(awſtr. 
doing this ſo well, I told thee, #Wilf, what 
twas to have ated the Bear in Muſdocus. 
And Ralph was a brave Toba too 


Deg. How's this ? I plainly ſee I'm an 


Aſs then: twas this 


damn d Pwy's fearful. 
neſs ſpoil d all. 


Pun. (A pox-o' this coward D = 3 


thought they were not the right ones. 

A I ſee my Players — then 
my Poet. Here's ſomething for you to drink. 
Go in now : this is your of Exit 3 and 


me, [obn. Exeunt WH. and Rah. 

il. What, husband? Ha you giv'n um 
1 ? Indeed, Love, you're too la- 
viſh. 


Dog. 'T was very wittily put off o“ me, 
bow ſoever. 


Act. 5. Scæn. 1 r. 


Blade, Wich, Dogrel, Day, Curter, and 
Tabytha, with Fidler: befere um 


Bla. How _= ? —— ha we here ? ano- 
ther Pupper-play ? Any thing now but bro- 
thers , and Fm for 4 Who Cutter 2 
What's. the matter, Poet? Come, what de- 
vice is this ? like one o yours ? 

Cut. Stay at the door, ye ſempiternal 
ſqueakers. Come, Qucen o fame. 

Tab. Lord, I'm ſo weary with dancing as 
paſſes, Yonder's my mother. Oh mother ! 
what d'ye think I ha been doing to day ? 

Wid, Why what, childe ? 


Tab. Nay nothing : I have onely been 
married a little 3 and my husband and I ha 
ſo danc d it fince ! 

wy ry —— ! Never be an- 

ry, ow ;z you know where Marriages 
2 How now, Captain? If BR 
| Tapſter now, 'twill be happie for you: for 

I ſhall be rich enough to truſt you, Captain. 
| Wid. ' Twas Gods will, ! ' ap — there 
fore there's no reſiſting. But what dye 
mean , ſon f I bope you'll not turn ſwag- 
erer 

Cue. Tis for ſpecial reaſons, gentle mo- 
ther. Why bow now, Dre NI. Blade the 

Merchant looks as it he were broke: be has 
turn d away his ſervant too. 

Tab. Who 's that 7 M. Dagrel i” theſe 
Players clothes ? Can M. Dogrel dance too, 
backend ? a 


Ble.. 
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. Prithee, Cutter , what bath exalted 
Tabyths thus ? 

Cur. What ? this good fortune ſhe has 
me: You know what a dull creature 
was before 3 her ſoul was in her „like 
butter in a hot cake 3j now ſhe's as full of 
Spirits as Hell it ſelf. , My counſel and two 

cups o Sack, have wrought this miracle. 


Act. 5. Scæn. 12. 


Totheſt, Trumen Pater, Truman 
Filius, Lucie veil d. 


Tra. p. Well ſaid! You are joyn'd then 
now, my bleſling on you both; come in to 
your father Blade ay, daugheer Aurelia, 
off with your veil now. Ha! Whom ha 
you married here ? 

Tru. f. 1 know not, Sir. She was Aurelia 
when we went to Church. 

Bl This is my daughters maid. Where's 
the wench * Ho! Awelia? 


Act. 5. SC#D. 13. 
Tothem, Aurelia. 


Any. Here, Sir. 
Blas. Here, Sit? Why do you make your 
dusband lead your maid in thus 
Aw. My busband, Sir ? what's that? 
l Why, buſwife is not Mr. Irene 
your husband? 
Aur. No, by my troth,Sir,I thank God. 
Tru. p. Theſe are fine tricks ; delicate, 
dainty tricks. Sirrab , how durſt you Sir- 
rah ꝰ - -and for your minion- -marry come | 
up, marry a Chamber-maid ? Well, Cap- | 
tain , this was . plotting. Yay faid in- 
deed you'd make a feibrem o' me : y* ba | 
don't indeed ; I thank you, Captain Blade, 
tis well. Out e my fight , Sir, with your | 
minion there , _ out o' my Ha ' 
am I fool'd thus? I ſhall make 
it, I hold a groate ont. 
Bla. Dye hear, Mr. Truss 
u. p. Yes, Sir, 1 do bear; ad will | 


fghe. 
2 repent 
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not bear if it pleaſe me, Sir j bur ſome bod 
ſhall bear o this But, 4 
you're deceived , this is not 2 lawful mar- 
ria 

2 Pray, bear me all;for I ſhall tell choſe 


thi 
That * your wrath, and move 
your wonder, 
I're married um, and I will enjoy him, 
And be will love me, I am ſure be will; 
For I am ( «cje,the much injure d Lucie. 
Omn. Ha 
Luc. I he habit of a ſervant I put on, 
That 1 might finde who twas 1 ought to 
rdon, 
For all the wrongs done to me. I have found 


it, 
Coſen, you know I have, and 1 ive um. 
Aur, Tben all my plots are ſpoil d. Par- 

don me, Coulin: | 

And, Mr. Tramen, know you have 2 wife 

That is as pure and innocent as the 
thoughts 

Of dying Saints? "Twas 1 that with the 
veile 

Deceiv'd you in the Priſon 3 it was I, 

Who in that veile contracted my ſeli to 


Pum. 
Forgive me both z I do confeſs I've wrong'd 


u 
But Hearn has ſeen you righted. 
Tru. t. O this bleſt hour | 
W 1 know thou art all good- 


neſs, 
Bur canſt thou pardon, Lucia, that lin, 
That high and mighty fin which I have done 
In doubting of thy faith? I fear thou canſt 


not. 
Luc, I do deſire no more then that I may, 
Deſerve your beiter opinion, Sir, hereafter, 
And uncle for your poyſon 
Bla. no more of it, 
a $it, Neece ; and ſhall moſt wil- 


y 
Surrender up thec of your Eſtate, 


It hath pleas'd Heav n to reſtore me mine 
own 


By marriage with this Widow. 
Tu p. ta, ha, he To ſee bow things 
are come about ! 299 
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be ſuch x fool 1s to marry one that he knew 


' art my Cynthia, wench, my Engunien : well 


not, He knew ber weil enough, I'll war- | be married preſently. O for s winy Parſon 


rant yon. How do you, Captain? I was 
ſomewhat raſh ; I m an old man, alas. 


Bis. cum, and M. Dee, you that ſncak 
there 3 
You're precious witneſſes, But no more o 


that. 
You have been to blame, Aurelie. But tis 


We want your husband here: Where's Pun? 
Pun. (I'll venture out amongſt um.) 
we Puay. 
Nay ne er laugh at me ; I know look like 
a door without hinges. A pox n you 
Dogrel ; ads you hee > ny 
Bla. What ? my fon Jobn ? dye know 
this Gentlewoman ? 
Aur. D 
which you 


Pe Hom ? Yes faith, tis the fame : thou | 


to marry us to Wi's | 

Der- Slife, one, two, three, i Aich four 
matches here at one time 1 What accuſed 
forrunc 8; this l there s chi cc feaſts loſt; they ll 
dine all together 

Pus I will got kiſs thee, my little maga- 
zine, till I have waſht my face Ha, M. Le- 
grel, haſt thou got no _ too ? 

Deg. The thrice three Sifters are my 
wives. 

Pun, Well, becauſe thou art a Poet , and 
my Jews=trump and 1 are Wits, thou ſhalt 
cat and drink at my pavilion always. 

Aw. You ſhall ha' wine and ſerge. D'ye 
remember, Dagrel* 

Dog. Thank you: but I'll ne er lye for 


_ this picce of gold, Sir, you again. 


Bla. Come, let's all in to dinner. 


XU. 


The Epilogue. 


He Play is done, great Prince, which needs muſt 
76 
| Though jon brought all your fathers mercies 
ere, 

It may offend your Highneſs, and we've now 
Three hours done treaſon here, for onght we know. 
But pow r your Grace can above Nature give ; 
It can give pow'r to make abortives live. 
In which if our bold wiſhes ſhould be croſt, 

'Tis but the life of one poor week that's loſt. 
Though it ſhould fall beneath your preſent ſcorn, 


It could not die ſooner then it was born. 


